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HURRY HOT POT 
tric Hot Pot boils a full 4 cups of water in 
ly 2'/) minutes! Perfect for making fast instant 
ffee, tea, soup, heating canned foods, baby’s 
». Stay-cool base lets you use it on the table. 
e of polished aluminum—unbreakable! Com- 
> with electric cord. Great for home, office, 


1. $3.95 





WEDGEWOOD SET 
> have searched the four corners of the earth 
this fine set of Wedgewood-like china. The 
r combination is pale blue and white. The 
t consists of two ashtrays, cigarette box, and 
ble lighter. For a wonderful Christmas gift you 
st order this attractively boxed collection. $5.95 





ELECTRIC MANICURE SET 


the meticulous Miss, for la Belle Dame, a 
t-yourself atomic age manicure set. This bat- 
y-operated device cleans, files, trims, shapes 
/ tapers your nails and cuticles in jet time. 
ks op toe nails as well. Christmas-boxed. 


$2.95 


MAGAZINE _ PROUDLY PRESENTS 
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MUSICAL LIGHTER 
The perfect lighter for the perfect smoker. Plays 
“Smoke Gets In Your Eyes’ every time you strike 
it. Stops automatically when the tune is over 
Handsomely styled, fluted case has gleaming 
golden finish, is less than one-half inch thick 
An outstanding gift for both men and women 
The expensive look-at an amazingly low price. 


Gift boxed. $4.95 
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GLOBAL WRISTWATCH 

All eyes are drawn to the manly wrist that wears 
this handsome watch. Swiss-made masterpiece 
tells the time anyplace in the world! Features 
shock-protected movement, antimagnetic hair- 
spring sweep second hand, unbreakable main- 
spring, golden anodized case, luminous dial, 
genuine leather strap-and comes in a smartly- 
styled presentation case. $14.95 





ICE MOLD CUTIES 
Ice tray with 8 molds shaped like gorgeous unclad 
dolls. Fill with water, freeze, pop out of mold 
and build your drinks around solid loveliness, 
Make your parties the ones that are talked about, 
If you entertain, you should have plenty of these 
Ice Nudes. $1.95 for a tray of 8 nudes. 





SEVEN-DAY PANTIES 


Why not surprise your friends or treat yourself 
to this exquisite set of seven heavenly, curve- 
hugging embroidered panties, each one having 
a different color and day-of-the-week motif 
Xmas-boxed in a gorgeous Chinese designed 
jewel case. $6.95 





DICE CUFFLINKS 
For a real unusual Christmas gift try giving your 
boyfriend a set of these dice cufflinks. They are 
gold-plated and contain miniature dice that are 
easily removable for instant action. If his luck 
changes maybe yours will too! Gift-boxed. $6.95 


TAN MAGAZINE GIFT DEPT.,1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 
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Bozo: “sackie” wic 

Be first! Wear this brand new 

“Jackie” wig .. . styled in the 

pouffant manner! Celanese 

Fibre washes and sets with 
ynet! Black, Blonde, Taw- 

ney Brown, Platinum. $7.99 


EE] +7959 TWIN SISTER 

100% Orion luxury sweater, 
square neckline trimmed with 
lace. Black, White, Green, 
Plum. Sizes 34 to 40. $4.88 
2 for $9.00 


B +2509 coop points 
Showoff sawtooth scallops at 
neck, sleeves with saucy div- 
backline. Rayon and ace- 
Peau de Soi. Black, Red, 
Blue. Sizes 8 to 18. $19.99 


FASMION CATALOG 
WITH YOUR ORDER 
OR SEND 25¢ FOR 
CORRENT ISSUE. . . 
0c FOR 18-MONTH 
SUBSCRIPTION. 


#2470 ALASKAN BELLE 
Take a tip from the gals of 
the Yukon — ,- 4 on a sheath 
trimmed with flirtatious rabbit 
fur. There's nothing smarter to 
flatter your leg_! Rayon and 
acetate satin. White, Black, 
Red, Emerald ali with White 
fur. Sizes 8 to 20. 


#2552 ENCHANTRESS 
Suit your fancy and charms in 
dramatic cotton lace over ace- 
tate taffeta! Satin cummer- 
bund highlights waist. White, 
Beige, Black. Sizes 8 to 16. 
$10.99 


#4108 TEA TIMER 
Lounge-ingly entertain with or- 
iental charm...slim gay print 
cotton, slit skirt reveals fitted 
solid pants. Biue, Goid, Coral 
Lilac, $4.99 
Sizes 10-18 


G3 +4224 cure coacuman 
Dashingly designed iounger, 
double breasted style fiatter 
your figure. Pretty paisiey in 
Cotton Cordana, Biue, Coral or 
Gold.sizes 10 to 18. $5.99 


EC} +2069 Four incuer! 
That’s right — this 812” rayon 
satin waist cincher will shave 

" from the middie. Lightly 
boned with side hooking and 
laced front. White. Sizes 24 
to 32 Waist. 


be #3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
Removabie foam rubber pads 
give you that rounded look. 
Rayon and cotton power net. 
Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist. ¥ 


EE +3218 MIP ENHANCER 
No need for ‘‘too slim hips’ 
. . . hidden foam pads round 
you out at hipline, help mask- 
out too heavy thighs. Black, 
White. Sizes 22 to 30 inc 
waist. $6.99 


NEW! 
“JACKIE” 
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PADDED HIPS 








PADDED ¥ 
HIPS AND SEAT 
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WAIST 
CINCHER 


$350 


iy #3277 TWO TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into shaped 
Pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerflex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 inch waist. 
$12.99 
| #5073 COUNTER 
POINT 


Specially designed shell cups 
combine with underwiring to 
shape and lift bust to NEW 
high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
32 to 36 A, B, C. $3.99 


EY #1243 SATIN SPLENDOR 
Radiant satin wedgie, flattered 
with fluffy maribou. Black, 
White or Pink. Sizes 5 to 10 
Med. $5.99 


#5010 VENUS 

Your bosom will rise like a 
goddess! Dainty stitched cups 
have secret plastic foam, 
straps adjust to off-shoulder. 
White. Sizes 32 to 36A, 32 to 
38B, 32 to 40C. 2 for $5.95 











tw COLO® 











CHARGE IT MONEY BACK = * 
at Frederick's GUARANTEED* ex, WS ° 
i Credit Manag ha: ice refunded “¢ re 
“Saeeee” if not 100% satisfied %. GENUINE 
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ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY 

AS 


NURSE 











































LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . .. there is no recession 


in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 








PORTANT . . 
also desperately needed. In just a few 


to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
‘Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17A121—121 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


MAIL 


COUPON geyey.| y FOR 


FR 
MURSES BOOKLET any <, 
LESSON Paces 
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short weeks from now, you should be able | 





YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IM- | x DEPARTMENTS 
. mature and older women are | 
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Cover Photo of Florette Carter 
by Moneta Sleet Jr. 


Tan’s December cover girl is Flo- 
rette Carter, 21-year-old charm 
school instructor, and graduate of 
New York’s Fashion Institute of 
Technology. 





Johnson Publishin: Inc., 1650 South Michigan Avenue, Ch 
Americas. roy 


Age ee Ill., under the Act “x March 3, 1879. 
or part prohibited without permission. Al 
and y 


not actual and 


16, Illinois. New York 
if. Second. 














$2. 
ican Countries, = 50 per year. 
Please furnish ‘stencil- impression recent issue. ress 
address. Write to TAN Magazine, 1820 South 
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TAN Stories Are Appealing 


I have been reading Tan Magazine for nearly 
two years, and the stories I like best were “Why 
Should I Marry You?” and “Trapped,” in the 
July issue. I think all of your stories are very 
interesting. 

Gloria Lynch 
Forest City, Ark. 


I am a regular reader of Tan and I think it’s 
the best out. I have only been taking Tan for 
four months and can hardly wait for the next 
issue. 

I enjoyed “It’s Tough To Be The Wife Of 
A Star,” by Mrs. Jackie Wilson, in the June 
issue.of Tan. I think Mrs. Wilson told it very 
well and clear. I also liked the articles and 
“It’s Watusi Time.” 

Barbara Ann Jordan 
Aurora, Ill. | 


I've just finished reading the July issue of 
Tan Magazine, and I think Chubby Checker’s 
story, “The Girl I'd Like To Marry,” is just 
wonderful. I also enjoyed “The Fabulous 
World Of Lloyd Price,” in the May issue. 
He’s my favorite star, and I'd like to know 
more about him. I enjoy TAN very much, and I’d 
like to see more about entertainers. 

Shirley Ann Jones 
Tunica, Miss. 


I just loved your August issue of Tan. It 
was simply great. I really enjoyed your article 
on “The Most Eligible Bachelors of Rock ’n’ 
Roll.” The only thing I didn’t like about that 
article was, you didn’t talk enough about Chuck 
Jackson! I simply adore him. Would you please 
write another article about him alone? 

Mary Poole 
Chicago, III. 


Just a note to say how much I enjoyed 
reading August Tan. I have been reading 
Tan Magazine for some time You have always 
printed interesting items, and I enjoy them very 
much, but the article on “Rock ’n’ Roll’s Most 
Eligible Bachelors” was the most. And | didn’t 
know my favorite star, Ted Taylor, was a bach- 
elor. So keep up the good work. 

Velma Cole 


Pickens, Miss. 


And The Covers, Too 


I have been a regular reader of Tan Mag- | 
azine for some time, and I admit it is the most. | 
The stories are exciting, thrilling to read, and 
most of all I like the covers of Tan. They’re 
very attractive. I’ve got my fingers crossed that 
you'll keep it going a long time. 

You might find it hard to believe that Tan 

as become a part of my life. Keep the mag- 
azine shooting! 

Ingrid Lindquist 
St. Thomas, V. I. 

















Mr. Charles Bell, successful real 

estate salesman, is shown here with 
his charming wife in the living room 
of their Atlanta, Georgia home. 





The Bell home is a smart, 
contemporary ranch-type with 
spacious, landscaped grounds. 





‘Vaseline Petroleum Jelly | 


—more people depend onthis | 
pure dressing than on any other <p 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESESROUGH-POND'S INC 
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[ have been a constant reader of TAN mag- 
azine for quite a while now, and I rate it su- 
perior. It would like very much for you to 
enter my name in your Pen Pal columns in the 
earliest possible issue, and would consider it 
i special favor from you. 
| am 18 years of age, 5’5”, have brown eyes, 
nedium brown complexion, and dark brown 
hair. I enjoy reading, writing letters, music, 
irt and all types of sports. I would like to 
orrespond with young men and women be- 
tween the ages of 18 and 27, regardless of race, 
reed or nationality. 
[ will answer all letters promptly and ex- 
change photos. 
Donna Shelton 
1647 N. Bentalon St. 
Baltimore 16, Md. 


I've been reading TAN magazine for quite 
some time and man, are those books great! 
I'm interested in becoming a member of 
your Pen Pals columns. I’m 17 years of age, 
born June 14, brown eyes, dark brown hair, 
ind a brown complexion. My height is 5’7” 
ind I weigh 139 lbs. My hobbies include: 
nusic, singing, dancing, reading and writing 
ongs. 
| would like to correspond with girls and 
boys (regardless of race, creed or color) be- 
ween the ages 15 and 21. I will gladly an- 
wer all letters and exchange photos. 
Ed Vernell 
923 Harmon St. 
Chattanooga 3, Tenn. 


[ am a regular reader of the TAN magazine, 
ind | would like very much to have my name 
published in the Pen Pals column. 

[ am 17 years old, and I have a light brown 
omplexion. My hobbies are singing, dancing, 
ind outdoor sports. I would like to corre- 
spond with boys and girls from all parts of the 
world. I will gladly exchange photos and all 
etters will be answered promptly. 

Barbara Ann Bowles 
2829 Knox Terrace, S.E. 
Washington 20, D. C. 


[ am a regular reader of your magazine, and 
| would like for you to enter my name in your 
Pen Pals column. 

[ am 27 years old, 5/10”, weigh 175 lbs., com- 
plexion, brown; black hair and brown eyes. 
My hobbies are attending movies, listening to 
ecords and writing. 

| would like to correspond with both males 
ind females between the age of 17 and 35. I 
will answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Harold L. Rutherford 
654 St. Marks Ave., #D4 
Brooklyn 16, N. Y. 


[ am a reader of TAN magazine and would 
like very much to have my name published in 
the Pen Pal columns. 

[ am 22 years old, 5’7” tall, weigh 126 Ibs. 
[ have brown eyes, black hair and a medium 
brown complexion. I would like to correspond 
with young ladies and men between the ages 
of 22 and 29. 

Ernestine Flemings 
4744 Kensington PI. 
St. Louis 8, Mo. 


PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Your magazine is tops with all the fellows in 
the barracks, especially myself. I would be 
very grateful if you would enter my name in 
your Pen Pals columns. 

I am 20 years old, 5’9” tall, weight 150 lbs. 
I have brown eyes, black hair, and a medium 
tan complexion. I’m originally from the West 
Coast, but at the present time I am stationed 
with an airborne unit at Fort Bragg, N. C 
I would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 17 and 27 regardless of 
race or nationality. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 

Victor Ives 
623rd QM. Co. (AER&D) 
Fort Bragg, N. C. 


I am a faithful reader of TAN, enjoy it very 
much, and I just go for the Pen Pal columns. 

I would be very grateful if you would enter 
my name in your wonderful column of Pen 
Pals. I’m 17 years old, weigh 112 lbs., complex- 
ion medium tan, have long black hair, brown 
eyes, and am 5’7” tall. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, collecting pictures and reading. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world. Photos gladly ex- 
changed if required, and I'll answer all letters 
promptly, so start ’em coming. 

Patricia Johnson 

5 Amersham Grove 
New Cross, 
London S.E. 14, 
England 


I am an ardent reader of TAN magazine 
and think it’s the greatest. I would be very 
grateful if you could publish my name in the 
Pen Pals column of your magazine. 

I am 30 years old, 5’8” tall, have dark brown 
eyes, black hair and brown complexion. I 
would like to correspond with ladies between 
the ages of 18 to 33 regardless of race, creed 
or color. This includes foreign countries also. 

I am a college graduate, and am presently 
employed by the City of Bridgeport, Depart- 
ment of Recreation as a Supervisor of Recrea- 
tion. I enjoy reading, movies, progressive jazz, 
and all sports. I will answer all letters 


promptly. 
Rufus Hall 
767 Seaview Ave. 
Bridgeport, Conn. 


I am 18 years of age, 5’7” tall, weigh 120 
Ibs. I have light brown complexion and brown 
eyes. I am a part-time model, and I go to Flint 
Junior College. My hobbies are sewing and 
reading, rock ’n’ roll and dancing. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
in the Navy, Army, Marines, Air Force and in 
college, between the ages of 18-26, regardless 
of race, creed or color. 

Carol Devoe 
8222 Frances Rd. 
Flushing 2, Mich. 


I would be very grateful if you would pub- 
lish me in the Pen Pal columns of your es- 
teemed magazine. I have finished my high 
school course, and look forward to joining a 
college in the U.S.A. late this year. 

I am a Kikuyu from Nyeri District in Kenya, 
aged 19 years, of a light complexion, height 


5’9”, and weighing 135 lbs. My hobbies are 
outdoor sporting, playing guitar, and swim. 
ming. 

1 would like Pen Pals of both sexes, age be. 
tween 15-20 years. I will appreciate a photo 
with the first letter. 

Charles K. Mwang-Mahidah 
c/o Edmund M. Matu 

P. O. Box 12494 

Nairobi, Kenya 

East Africa 


I am a steady reader of Tan. I would con. 
sider it a great pleasure if you would enter 
my name in your Pen Pal columns. 

I am 16 years old, 5’ tall and weigh 110 lbs, 
I would like to correspond with boys and girls 
from all over the world, ages from 16 to 2] 
years of age. I am interested in sports, music 
and sewing. All letters will be answered 
promptly, and photos exchanged. 

Gloria Younger 
1935 E. 81st St. 
Cleveland 3, Ohio 


I have been a steady reader of TAN for two 
years. I would consider it a great favor if you 
would enter my name in your Pen Pals column. 

I am 20 years old, 6’3” tall, and weigh 165 
Ibs. I have a medium brown complexion, my 
hobbies are reading, writing, bowling, swim- 
ming and music. I would like to correspond 
with young ladies between the ages of 17 to 25. 
I will answer all letters and will be most eager 
to exchange photos if desired. 

Tony Marks 


717 W. Field St. 
New Iberia, La. 


I'm a regular reader of TAN magazine, and 
would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pals columns. I am 17 years old, 5’1” tall, and 
weigh 110 lbs. I have a medium brown com- 
plexion, brownish black hair and brown eyes. 
My hobbies are collecting photos and records. 
I like to dance and sing, and play volley 
ball. 

I would like to correspond with young males 
between the ages of 18-25, and females between 
the ages of 18-20. I prefer boys in services, 
college or otherwise, from all over the world. 
I will exchange photos at request. 

Nanny Autrey 
R.D. #3, Box 55 
McDonald, Pa. 


I am a regular reader of your wonderful 
magazine and think it’s tops. I would appre 
ciate it very much if you would publish my 
name in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 19 years old, 61”, and weigh 179 lbs. 
I have brown eyes, black hair and tan com- 
plexion. I enjoy dancing, collecting rock ‘1 
roll albums, and all sorts of sports. I would 
like to correspond with young ladies between 
the ages of 16 and 23 years old. I promise 
to answer all letters promptly, and will gladly 


exchange photos. 
Pfc. Floyd Greene 
RA14721708 
“B” Btry, 2nd MSL. BN (N-H) 
52nd Artillery 
Fort Bliss, Tex. 


























By Eve Lynne 


Dear EVE: 


I am 19 years old. I met a young 


man in the Army about three months 
ago. I am very much in love with him, 
and he says he loves me and has asked 
me to marry him. The only thing is, he 
wants me to prove my love before he 
gives me an engagement ring. 










I feel there is no other man on earth 
for me. I also feel I should stay a virgin 
until I say “I do.” We haven’t seen each 
other for a month, because he said he 
can’t see me without wanting to touch 
me. He also says he knows that I am 
right in my thinking, and he respects 
me, but he can’t help the way he is. 
Please tell me what to do. 

Miss Confused 
Dear Miss Confused: 

You’re in trouble—whatever you do, 
you'll lose him, the kind of man he is. 
(The best kind don’t give their sweet- 
hearts ultimatums.) Right now, this 
may seem heartbreaking, and it'll be a 
long time before you realize you’re bet- 
ter off without him. You'll have to make 
your own choice, though. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 23 years old. My problem is 
that all the fellows I meet are working 
at night. 
work days, so we can never get together. 


This is a conflict because I 


I meet fellows who are married or going 
steady with someone. | find myself left 
out completely as far as going steady and 


getting married are concerned. 


vs 





£ 


When I was a virgin, I met lots of fel- 
lows but they dated me only once when 
they found out that I was not going all 
the way with them. Now I have changed 
and sometimes I do go all the way, but 
it never turns out right. I usually find 
out later that they are going steady with 
an old girl friend. 

I am now going out with a fellow who 
says he has another girl friend, and it’s 
up to me which one of us he'll choose. 
We have gone all the way a few times, 
and now I have made up my mind not 
to call him or run after him. Am I play- 
ing a losing game by continuing to see 
him? If I quit him, do you think I will 
go on meeting fellows who are working 
nights, or married? 

G. F, 
Dear G. P.: 

Your problem is not that the fellows 
are working nights. Those you do meet 
will have the same opinion of you that 
you have of yourself, and that’s a very 
small one indeed when you are willing 
to sell your birthright for a mess of pot- 
tage—or, even worse, a smart line. Read 
the answer to Miss Confused, above. | 
guess it can’t be said too much. 


Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 


What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embafrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 

Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 





Tested by doctors. . . 
trusted by women. . . 


proved in hospital clinics 
FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES 


ae —iZ 
Norforms <7 





A MORWICH PRODUCT 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-112 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 


3 = . Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 


in a plain envelope. 





(PLEASE PRINT) 
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A lovely bridal gown is 

one happy step toward 

marriage. What are some of 

the other essentials and 

how can you tell whether 

you have the qualities to be a bride? 


HEN TWO PEOPLE are under the 
nfluence of that magic chemistry, 
logy, called love, they frequently 
inded to the practical aspects of 
tuation. Even the most sensible 
ung couples will feel that they, 

will “get married and live 


happily ever after.” This is the way 
nature intended them to feel, and it’s all 
very well and good, however, many 
heartaches—and sometimes even broken 


marriages—could be prevented if the 


boy and girl would just come down from 
their pink cloud for a few moments and 


make a realistic check of themselves, 
what they want, and what they have to 
offer to each other and to life. There are 
both emotional and financial factors 
which should be considered. 

Although the emotions are of ver) 
great importance, the financial aspects 












of marriage are of first practical consid- 
eration. The happy belief that love will 
conquer all is soon lost when the bills 
begin to pile up. Affection for each other 
will not pay the rent, and a good, steady 
job for husband, or husband and wife 


both, is an essential ingredient to marital 
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happiness. This is an especially impor- 
tant consideration for the teen-agers who 
“can’t wait any longer.” To secure and 
keep a good job, a man must have sufhi- 
cient education and preparation. After 
high school graduation (or during his 
senior year, even) what can a boy do 


except work at a grocery or some other 
store, a garage, or some kind of manual 
labor? Sure, these jobs are fine—for 
teen-agers, as summer jobs, and as tem- 
porary situations. Sure, he’s bringing 
home a pay envelope; he can take care 
of his teen-age wife, and the baby that’s 
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“Tve got enough bottles, tubes and jars 
to beautify the sphinx 
— but this is the only one that counts’’ 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. It will do such beau- 
tiful things to your skin, improve 
it so many ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient is the secret of NADINOLA’s 
effectiveness. Gently, surely, it 
acts to brighten and lighten your 


NADINOLA: = 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


complexion, helps combat black- 
heads and externally caused pim- 
ples. Soon your skin feels cleansed 
and cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Nap1- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NaDINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 








FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 
non-oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ to $2 














Love can blind you to 
the practical aspects 

of marriage, but they 
are of importance, too 


on the way. But does he want to stop 
here? Does he want to be a grocery boy 
all of his life? What else can he do? 
Night school? This is a long and diff. 
cult grind. When a man—or teen-age 
boy—marries, he says, in so many 
words, “I stake my claim. I put down 
my roots here. With what I own, and 
what I can earn with my hands and 
brain, this is my life!” 

Billy K. was the high school football 
star. He had “gone steady” with pretty 
Janet M. since their freshman year. 
Billy was good at math, too, and his 
parents wanted him to go to engineering 
school. Janet couldn’t afford to go to 
college. Unable to stand the thought of 
separation, they simply ran off and got 
married one evening shortly after their 
graduation. Oh, they were happy for 
awhile, and the parents tried to help, 
but by Christmas Janet was expecting a 
baby, Billy hated his job in the stock- 
room of a local department store, and 
when his friends Paul and Gregg came 
home from college for the holidays with 
their plans and glowing stories of college 
life, Billy wished he were dead. The 
pink cloud of “love” had turned the dull- 
est, drabest grey. 

No—the teen-ager who is going to 
“get a job so we can get married” is nol 
ready for marriage. 

Even for the older couple, finances are 
a major item. The young man who has 
completed his desired education and 
started on the career of his choice must 
still think in practical terms of where 
they will live, if they will buy or rent, 
home furnishings, the budget, and a few 
other items that seldom enter a mind 
filled with moonlight and roses. Al- 
though the bride may bring her hope 
chest of linens, and a few other items of 
dowry, and there are the wedding pres 


ents and all, the bulk of the home fur 
nishing usually falls upon the head of | 


the house. He should be able to plan in 
advance what he will buy, and how, and 
what they can and cannot afford. 
Both, however, should be familiar 
with, and not afraid of, the word budget. 
There are no statistics as to which fam 
ily is happiest, (Continued on Page 74) 
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ot LIKE A ROSE/Eddie Harris (Vee Jay): This is Eddie Harris’ second 

album (the first, EXODUS TO JAZZ, was a runaway hit) and we agree with 
other reviewers, and Eddie himself, that it is better than the first. Although he plays 
tenor saxophone, Eddie’s range is so phenomenal that listeners are uncertain 
whether or not he is on alto, tenor, or a multitude of instruments. Mostly you just 
listen, though, as with sureness and control his horn speaks for him. 

Side One presents My Buddy, Willow Weep For Me, Spartacus and Mighty Like 
A Rose. Continuing in the mood of the ballad is Side Two: God Bless The Child, 
Sally T, Fontessa and There Is No Time. Eddie says, “ 
tell them, ‘Learn out of your books.’ 

“I believe in knowing your instrument—improvising comes from constant play- 
ing, not pre-rehearsing. The better you know your instrument technically, the better 
you can express yourself emotionally.” Eddie is his own best example. 


Young cats who ask me, I 


an TEMBER IN THE RAIN/Dinah Washington (Mercury): “The Queen” has 
done it again. A versatile as well as talented singer, Dinah can and does treat 
a tune in many colorful ways. The songs in this album are especially suitable for 
her intimate style of singing, and she is the first to admit that this particular 
recording session was a “ball.” For the fortunate listener it is even more so. 

The album features a group of perennial favorites, sung in Dinah’s own style, and 
as she alone can sing them: September In The Rain, Without A Song, This Heart Of 
Mine, As Long As I’m In Your Arms, With A Song In My Heart, Softiy, | Can’t 
Believe That You’re In Love With Me, | Was Telling Him About You, I’ve Got My 
Love To Keep Me Warm, I’ll Never Kiss You Goodbye, Ill Come Back For More, 
and Tell Love Hello. With Dinah creating the mood, the album is a kind of 
wonderful blend of love and song. 










LATEST STYLE 


AIR-DO'S 


Instantly adds charm to your beauty 
Women of all ages look to HUMANIA for style, 
quality, workmanship and the lowes! prices. Every 
hoir-piece is sold on @ guaranteed money-back basis. 
Choice of colors, block, off- black, dark brown. 


HUMANIA 

offers the 

best at the 
lowest 
prices. 
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8 Style Topper 
Humania Topper. etees tle Tepper Bouffont—630X 
No. 5. Covers thin piece on 3 lined Modern Bob Wig 
crea at tOP. net foundation. De. Front is dressed 
Combs into rest of signed for women back from head- 

3.95 with thin hair on line. Softly waved 
Mixed grey 18.95 top $14.95 Curls ot back and 
Mixed grey 19.85 sides... . $31.50 


Mixed grey 36.50 
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ALL AROUND . 4 
Feather cut or y 
style. Will fit GLAMOUR, Clus- 






BARGAIN PAGE 
BOY. 12” wide 


any head. Curis 
are croquinoled entice Gane 
Notural looking Mog t * Reaches eor to 

Only... $6.50 heavy... $11.95 2% Only $2.50 
Mixed grey $7.50 Mixed grey 14.95 Mixed grey 3.50 


Write today fer FREE copy Humeania's 
REE NEW 48 page illustrated Hair Style Booklet. 
HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


DEPT. T-12 303 Park Ave. South, New York 10, N. Y 
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SIX TRANSISTOR RADIO 
© Fits Purse or Pocket 


e 


Large 
* Full Range Tuning 
© Compare at Twice the Price 


Big, powerful, fine quality transistor 
earphone, ba 
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sont FRE If you want extra cash money, 
—- ye re is che os portunity to earn it, easily 
t suit you. Just show our 
$10 Commas Display Kit to Friends, Neigh- 
bors, Relatives. The kit contains products = "ll 
enjoy showing and using: 6 full size pa 
pom nr Ace trial sizes and easy to follow plan t hat 
tells how to start earning money the day your 
kit arrives. Our preven plan really werks. 
Join over 2,000 men and women who are glad 
bf seater started ot ear. Offer limited. To get — 
it send name and address, 
Satshaltaeanieeneiaiaemal 4 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept. 2¢ MEMPIIS, TENN. 
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“Tlove you so much.” Pat 
had told me trustingly. 
but somehow I had failed her 








We were so very happy 
together. Why did it 
have to happen to us? 


Lia PAT MADE up her mind 

to do a thing, she usually did it. 

I suppose that’s what had attracted me 
to her. 

I needed Pat’s strong arm to lean on. 

But at the moment I needed to get out in 

the air and think. My head was spin- 


ove 


ning, I couldn’t think clearly. I left her 
lying on the couch and walked down- 
stairs and out of her house. I had to be 
alone. 

The dark, cloudy night reflected how 
I felt inside. What was I going to do? 
Lightning flashed as I reached the cor- 
ner and started a long, aimless walk. 
The streets were empty. 

My head began to ache with the first 
drops of rain. I had hoped for it, hoping 
it would make me feel cooler, cleaner, 
better, not so sick inside. But the harder 
the rain fell, the sicker I became. | 
walked slowly along a picket fence where 
trees hung over the sidewalk, and 
thought of all the nights Pat and I had 
stood under them when there was a light 
rain, thinking of the day we would get 
married, have children and settle down 
to family living and entertaining our 
many friends at home. 

But even as I remembered, I couldn’t 
visualize Pat and myself standing there 
that night. I thought that I was going 
to retch and leaned against the fence for 
support. 

Two months before graduation from 
Central High and this had to happen. 
It would kill her parents. And what 
would I do. I had betrayed her. But | 
couldn’t think about that then. What was 
going to happen? 














Got a cold? 666 cold medicine will 


NOW TREAT ALL 
COLD SYMPTOMS 


666 gives extra-fast decongestant action because it’s 
liquid, no waiting to dissolve. Keeps you “regular’’ too. 


There are 5 major symptoms of a cold: 
stuffiness, achiness, fever, constipation, and 
general “‘sick-feeling.”’ 666, the time-tested 
and proven cold medicine, fights all 5. No 
“one-ingredient”’ product can do this. 666 
was made especially for colds . . . and only 
for colds. It really works! 

The fast decongestant action of 666 
works through the blood stream . . . reach- 


ing places where nose drops and sprays 





can’t possibly reach. Its gentle laxative ac- 
tion keeps you “regular” during this criti- 
cal time. The unexcelled effectiveness of 
666 has been proven to thousands of users. 
When you have a cold, take 666, and see 
what real relief can be like. Satisfaction 
guaranteed . . . or your money back. At all 
drug counters, only 49¢. If you prefer tab- 
lets, take 666 cold tablets . . . same fast 
relief. Convenient and economical, too. 








~ —e S9\ SONGS:-POEMS 


We need New Ideas 
FOR RECORDING ... 
Your Songs or Poems could 
EARN MONEY FOR YOU! 
FREE EXAMINATION 


Mail to: ypbor serene a elie co. 
Dept. D-19, 6602 L y 38, Calif. 












Heh A Soothing Dressing - ss 
Heol OEMINOR curs”. 


B Wh, WS SKIN IRRITATIONS... 
wt 25¢ 











SUBSCRIBE TO TaN 
TODAY 














SEAT BELTS, if'used in every car, could 

ave at least 5,000 lives a year .. . re- 
duce injuries by one-third, according 
to the National Safety Council. Many 
f those saved from injury or death 
would be youngsters—for drivers kill 
and cripple more children than any dis- 
ease. Protect your children . . . drive 
with loving care. Give them the security 
of seat belts. 





Published as a public service in coop- 
eration with The Advertising Council 








CHILDLESS 


WIVES “"° BABIES! 


for information sim- 


WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 
500 Rebert St. 


St. Paul |, Mina. 





POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 


Send one or more of your best poems 

today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 

Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
honograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32S?. Studie 769,New York 1 











“vor NO-COST TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS, from coughs, gaspi aa. wh , wheezing. . 

write quick for daring No-Risk, No-Cost Trial Offer. No 
matter if you consider your case ‘“‘hopeless’’— Write Today! 


NACOR, 125 W. 22, Dept. 76-P, indianapolis 2, indiana 


UPSET SKIN : 


last, blessed relief from the ugly 
Rhine’ ‘misery of pimples, rashes, 
eczema and tetter. As this inter- 





nationally-famous medication eases 
and tranquilizes itching, many forms 
of upset skin can hea "faster. Rn 4 
35¢. Guaranteed or money 


Palmer's “SKIN SUCCESS’ Ointment 













GET YOUR MAN 
and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Don’t sit home alone 
at ait aaiting for the 
phone call that never 
comes. Enjoy the thrill 
every ed —-=- 
Learn how 
WIN and KEEP the aon 
you love! 
HOW TO WIN and HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains confidential advice a great Love and Marriage 
to 


Expert has given to thousands of women, all red 
simple rules that you can use to WIN YOUR MAN. 


FREE TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 


osit “only 319 98 plus today. On pon salivary, de- de- 
et 4 ort Sot Retabeiaet MONEY BACK BACK GU GUAR AM. 


y back. 
java monnyi a rod $2.00 phy a ve" shipping 
charges. Same unconditi Ay Be 


LARCH, 118 EAST 28, Dept. 416-K, NEW YORK 16 





I sat down and leaned my back against 
the railing as dizziness stabbed at my 
head again. I could hardly feel the rain 
drops under the trees. 

I shook my head in disbelief, trying 
to throw off that fog. But it was no use, 
Everything tried to crowd into my 
thoughts at once: 

“Augie, I love you so much,” “Augie, 
where are we going to live when we get 
married?” “Augie, if you’re going to he 
the star quarterback, you’ve got to take 
care of yourself and get your rest. Now 
take me home and there'll be plenty of 
nights for us after we finish school and 
can get married.” All those typical ex. 
pressions of Pat’s screamed for attention 
as I sat there on the ground, trying to 
untangle the snarl in my mind. I rested 
my hands on my knees and my head on 
my hands as the rain steadily trickled 
through the trees. 

Why, why did it have to happen to 
us? We were good kids, in love with 
each other but no more so than any 
other couple. We loved to go out with 
the gang, have good clean fun. Why did 
it have to be us? 

I asked myself the questions. But there 
were no answers coming. Only the steady 
plip plop of the rain. And I didn’t care 
how much or how long it fell. 

“Do you remember the night we first 
met, Pat?” I thought out loud as though 
I expected her to shoot back an answer. 

But I didn’t need an answer. I remen- 
bered when the junior class dance was 
over, Jim Crile and I had agreed to 
switch dates. I got Pat. Of course it 
hadn’t been only our agreement. Thé 
girls had something to do with it, too. 

We all knew each other from school. 
Jim happened to live next door to Pat 
and so dated her frequently, out of habit. 
But Pat wasn’t going steady with anyone 
then. My date was a girl I had fre 
quently dated, but I wasn’t going steady 
either. 

During the dance, Jim and I had 
switched partners so much that at the 
end, Jim jokingly said, “Well, I think 
that we ought to switch partners, you 
know, like those people did up in the 
Northeast . . . before the cops caughi 
them at it . . . only they were married 
couples.” We all laughed. And I liked 
the idea. Then Jim and I asked, “Well, 
girls, what about it? Shall we start 4 
new trend?” 

The girls looked at each _ other 
and sort of (Continued on Page 72) 
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| N DETROIT, before she was found guilty of drunkenness, Mrs. Betty Rainwater 
had an answer to charges by a policeman that she bit him on the hand, spat in 
his face and tore off her husband’s shirt during a brawl the policeman tried to 
break up. She said: “Anybody is subject to make one mistake when they are 
drinking.” 
* * * * 





In Enna, Sicily, Filippo Prato came to a hospital, speechless. In writing, he told 
the doctors his wife had kissed him so passionately she bit off the end of his tongue. 


* * * * 








In Santa Monica, Calif., a 67-year-old man was ordered to appear in court on 
August | after he received a speeding citation. His name: Safety First. 





* * * * 





In Burlington, N. C., realizing that a wife cannot testify against her husband, an 
unidentified man proposed to his girl friend after he was faced with payment of a 
$17.50 fine for assault and battery upon her. However, before the nuptial rites, he 
changed his mind and paid the fine after hearing about the rigors of married life. 


* * * * 


In Charleston, S. C., when motorists persisted in whizzing through a 35-mile-per 
hour zone along Harbor View Road, Richard Steele, 15, and Harry Muller, 16, 
devised a successful method to slow them down. The youths put up a sign which 
reads (with an arrow pointing the way to the non-existing facility): “Nudist 
Colony.” 


* * * * 


In Cleveland, it was bad enough when 18-year-old Marie Wilson couldn’t get 
James W. Reed, also 18, to stop pestering her. However, she resolved it all when 
young Reed snatched her popcorn ball—she fatally stabbed him in the heart. 


* * * * 


In Mariana, Fla., Mrs. James Sharell gave police a detailed description of a gun- 
man suspected of stealing $4,720 from a store where she was shopping. She said 
it was her husband. 










* * * * 


In Orono, Maine, for a “fuller realization and more intense savoring of life,” 
Dr. Helen Hurd told 3,000 housewives that they should “set aside time in which 
to loaf.” 


* * = * 


In Los Angeles, Fred D. Turney, 64, called police to arrest ex-girl friend Suzanne 
Williams, 44, after she: 1) Entered his penthouse apartment uninvited; 2) tore off 
his pajamas; 3) pistol-whipped him with his own gun; 4) struck him with a 
butcher-knife; 5) tossed dishes and overturned furniture; 6) chased another woman 
from the apartment; 7) smashed windows and slashed windows in his car; 
8) flattened a tire, and 9) took $270 from his wallet. 


* 5 * * 







In Detroit, 32-year-old Oliver A. King received the dubious honor of being the 
first person accused of stealing a 1962 Chevrolet. 
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DRUNK ? 


DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS MEDICAL DISCOVERY! 


“World Famous Since 1943” 
One Of Our Many Thousands Of 
Unsolicited Testimonials Reads: 
“Drank Heavily For SO Years, 
Now After One Bottle Of Soberin 
Aids Completely Stopped For 
Over A Year."* C.E.N. Silsbee, Tex. 
Does Drunkenness Threaten Your 
Happiness Or Your Loved Ones? This Remarkable 
Doctor's Medical Discovery Quickly Helps Bring 
Relief From Alli Desire Of Alcohol, This Is A 
Home Method. Guaranteed Pure. Comes Ready To 
Use. Not Represented As A Permanent ‘'Cure’’. It 
Is A Doctor's Recognized Method For Breaking 
The Drinking Cycle For Weeks, Months And Years. 
May Be Used Secretly For Whiskey, Wine, Beer, 
Gin Etc. Improvement Is Noticed In A Remark- 
ably Short Time. You Will Bless The Day You 
Sew This Ad As Many Thousands Have Already 
Done. Don't Wait! Rush Your Order Today. 
Guaranteed Satisfaction Or Your Money Back. 
Pay Postman $10.00 plus C.O.D. and postage Or 
Send $10.00 with your order and save $.90 C.0.D. 
and postage. 


SOBERIN AIDS CO. Dept. T-3 
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P.O. Box 42 Rugby Sta., Brooklyn 3, N. Y. 








Shrinks Hemorrhoids - 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were s0 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be @ 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug 
counters. 
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A MAJORITY OF ONE | 


There may be some who will argue that Warner Bros., in making A Majority Of One, took 
the easy way out: any film that boasts Rosalind Russell and Alec Guinness as its stars is virtually 
ured of complete success. And complete success is a pretty good term to apply to this fine, 
= P a P a © pp" # fine Colors: Biack-Off Black, Dark Brown. 
memorable motion picture, for more reasons than the skill of its actors alone. #628 Mixed Grey $2 extra. 


WRITE yy # ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST 
and Hair Style Booklet FREE 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc. 
Dept. YW-12 Brooklyn 35, New York 





D, f 
MEDALO 12 inch Weft. 6/2 inch hair length. 
STYLE 





WANT TO MAKE UP TO $1,000 A MONTH 


Sell Beauty Masque—Complete facial, 
lightens & smooths. $27.00 doz. jars. $1.00 
a sample, also French perfume $.50 a sam- 
ple bottle, 100% profit. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. PINK PUFF BEAUTY SALON, 
822 Menendez Court, Orlando, Florida. 


ISON ES 


into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 
NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28E, Calif. 




















We Get The Message 









In one sense, A Majority Of One can be described as a message picture, although it may Pa 
dislike the term. Miss Russell, as Mrs. Jacoby, is an orthodox Jewish widow, and Guinness, as_ | 
| 













ERY! s oil : - . EE er ae 
a Japanese industrialist named Asano, is a tradition-steeped Oriental. Furthermore, they bear 
the terrible wounds of war-time enemies—children lost in battle. Yet, as this warm and sensitive 
; film unfolds, these two find that the hates of the past have no place in the hopes of the present, 
and that human understanding presents the only chance for tomorrow. 
| This special deck of cards with 
secret code on back of i tells YOU 
= what each card is when lying face down. 
| directions explain code and how to 
able do many kinds of ya 3s Use 
ring same deck for ay, card ¢: 
s A | poker, bridge, etc. Only $4 98. Oe Get a deck 
y To i today. SEND NO MONEY. Send Name 
"Ht | Pay postman on arrival only $4.98 plus post- 
: K DI 7 and handling. HOLLISTER-WHITE CO., DEPT. 502-m 
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ased on the rather sound Amazing new Predictor is the scientific guide to 
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-/MARRIED and 


MISE AA BIL 


This was what Jeff and I had wanted for so 
long. Why, when we had happiness within 


our grasp, wasn’t it just as we'd planned? 


EFF BOUNDED OFF THE high, white porch and down the steps of the old-fashioned house so fast I 
could hardly keep up with him. His hand, gripping mine, was as tightly clenched as was his 
jaw. When we reached the walk, he leaped right over the side into the seat of his old convertible, 
leaving me standing at the curb. Then, as if an afterthought, he opened the door for me to slide in. 
We took off with a roar, and I hoped the nice Reverend and his wife standing back th 
porch would think that Jeff was an impatient young bridegroom, rather than j 
made in anger. 
: The first few blocks were ridden in silence. I saw Jeff's fine 
4 his resentment. Only once that afternoon had he smi 
came when the Reverend told him he co 
And I did feel like a bride. 
not having anybody therg 
suit with a whi 
righ : 











It seemed, somehow that 


everyone was against 


us, even ourselves... 


vindows, and kids played stickball and 
jumped rope and chased each other 
ilong the sidewalks. 
I saw Jeff's face grow tight again, 
and | knew what he was thinking: this 
as where he had come from, and this 
where he was afraid we would end 
ip. Until today he had lived in these 
‘ry tenements with his mother and his 
x brothers and sisters. “I remember 
ating peanut butter and crackers for 
hristmas dinner one year,” he had once 
told me, “and then one Easter all of us 
kids got gym shoes and we really thought 
hat was something. My sister Maria 
en cried, she was so happy. Can you 
nagine getting choked up over a lousy 
pair of gym shoes?” 
After a while we were out of the 
owded slums and into the downtown 
irea with the tall skyscrapers and mod- 
ern glass buildings and the crowds of 


We hadn't ever had 
a chance for love. 


and that hurt most 


yppers and business people. The air 
lidn’t seem so hot there, and I saw Jeff’s 
begin to relax again. 
“Well, what do we do now?” he asked 
ith a heavy sigh. “You want to take in 
air-conditioned movie? It’s early yet 
| at least itll be cool there.” 
Phat’ll be nice,” I said. 
We parked on a lot in movie row and 
ked out one with Rock Hudson and 
ris Day. The story was kind of light 
| cute and mid-way through it Jeff 
k my hand in his and we both began 
feel better. After the show we went 
corner eat shop and had charbroiled 
mburgers and root beer floats and 
an pie and then we went back to 
car. 
The night air felt warm after the 
ovie, but when we began to drive the 


breeze flowed past us nice and cool. It 
looked like every star in the sky was out, 
and I settled my head back against Jeff's 
shoulder. 

“Where are we going?” I asked after 
a few minutes. 

“There’s a motel out on Highway 80,” 
he answered. “I did some construction 
work there earlier this summer when 
they were adding some units. | remem- 
ber a sign saying the rooms were only 
four or five bucks a piece for a night. 
I guess we can stay there and then to- 
morrow I can start looking for a place 
and a job.” 

I was beginning to feel that we were 
off on a great adventure when we pulled 
up under the multi-colored neon sign 
over the motel office, but the feeling 
vanished as soon as | saw the knowing 
sneer on the night clerk’s face when 
Jeff signed the register: “Mr. and Mrs. 
Jeff Townsend.” 

The man’s beady little eyes, set far 
back in his pudgy face, danced over my 
unguarded, bare left hand as he smiled. 
“You'll only be staying a few hours, | 
suppose,” he said. 

“We'll be here until my husband and 
I find an apartment,” I corrected him 


curtly. “Maybe until tomorrow, maybe 
a week.” 

Surprised by my sharp tone, the 
clerk replied half apologetically: “We're 
happy to have you with us.” He looked 
at the white carnation pinned on my 
suit. “Newlyweds, huh?” 

“This afternoon,” | said haughtily. 

Then I saw that dirty look come back 
into the clerk’s eyes, and I was sorry we’ 
had come to this place, sorry we had to! 
go anywhere that there were other peo-| 
ple to laugh at us, scold us, condemn us. 

Once we were inside our room | threw 
myself in Jeff's arms and cried: “Oh 
Jeff! I’m so scared!” 

“It’s all right, Cindy, honey,” he} 
soothed, hugging me tight. “It’s all 
right.” 

But it wasn’t all right, just like it 
hadn’t been all right when I said it im 
the car. It hadn’t been all right since 
the day a month before when I had 
finally known for certain the terrib 
price I was going to have to pay fo 
those few, dream-like minutes when Jeff 
and I, parked in his car in lovers’ lane 
had cried out for the warmth and com 
fort of each other’s body in a mixed- 
expression of love and insecurity am 





rebellion against a world we did not 
truly understand. 


FTERWARDS, I HAD been ashamed 
and Jeff had been sorry, and we 
told ourselves that things like this hap- 
pened all the time and every girl didn’t 
have to get pregnant. But I was a girl 
who did. Then worry, and finally nausea, 
forced me to the point where | could 
hide it no longer. 

Yesterday I had told my mother and 
father—it was one of the few times in 
my life I had ever gotten them to pay 
any attention to me; to listen, really lis- 
ten, to anything I had to say. And they 
reacted just like I expected. Mama went 
into a crying fit, asking how could | do 
such a thing to her and what would her 
friends say. Then my father, giving 
orders like always, had told me to pack 
my things and get out of the house. 

I did what he said. I spent that night 
over at Ellie Smith’s, whose folk didn’t 
pay any attention to her either until she 


did something wrong, and in the morn- 
ing I had called Jeff. 
everything bad happened at once: he 


It seemed like 


had just had an argument with his 
mother about her swiping money he was 
saving and buying liquor with it, and 
the day before his part-time job at a 
garage had played out. Jeff was ready 
to blow his top. 

He had hardly said a word when he 
came to Ellie’s to pick me up. He just 
drove straight to the marriage license 
bureau and we had lied about our ages. 
I guess I was pretty well developed for 
seventeen, but Jeff, with his boyish face, 
didn’t look a day over his nineteen years 
to me. But the clerk on duty seemed 
anxious to get out for lunch or some- 
thing, and Jeff and I just took an oath 
that what we put down on the license 
forms was the truth and that was that. 

Now, we were married and alone on 
our wedding night—a wedding night 
that was two months late. 

[ felt terribly self-conscious as I 
walked out of the little bathroom in my 
slightly faded print pajamas. 

“?’m—I’m sorry. I don’t own a 
gown,” | mumbled hesitantly to Jeff. 

“You look pretty in anything,” Jeff 


said, sweeping me into his arms and 


onto the bed. 

For a while, lying there under the 
spell of his kisses and caresses, I felt that 
all of the fears inside me and the bitter- 
ness that was gnawing at Jeff were lost 
in the magic beauty of our love. But 
then, in the darkness with Jeff’s face 
again growing tense against mine, | 
realized the angry violence of his love- 
making, and I wondered whether, in our 
eagerness to strike back, to hurt the 
world, we would only hurt each other. 


WE DIDN’T FIND a place to stay the 
next day, or the next, and before we 
knew it there was fifteen dollars gone in 
a motel bill, plus some dimes spent on 
phone calls. And eating out, even when 
we were being careful about sticking to 
pancakes for breakfast and sandwiches 
for lunch and dinner, took a big cut out 
of our money. By the morning after the 
third night in the motel, we were down 
to sixty dollars with no home or a job 
for Jeff in sight. To make matters worse, 
I had stomach sickness that day, so I 
was feeling pretty low when Jeff drove 
back to the motel early that afternoon. 
“Hi, honey,” I said, looking up from 
my magazines when he walked in. “Any 
luck?” 

Then I saw that crazy grin on his face. 
“A pile of it, baby,” he said proudly. “A 
big, fat pile of it.” 

I jumped up and ran to him. “What 
happened? Did you find a place for us 
to stay or did you find a job or what?” 

“Hey, hold on a minute,” he said, 
swinging me around in his arms. “As a 
matter of fact, Miss Twenty Questions, I 
got both.” 

“Oh, Jeff, that’s wonderful!” I 
squealed, hugging hini as tightly as I 
could. “How did you do it?” 

“Well, I did some odd jobs for a guy 
named Fred Jackson last spring. He 
does a lot of home repairs and things 
like that. Today I ran into him and 
asked him if he needed any help. He 
was kind of slow to come around, but 
when I told him I needed work bad and 
had just gotten married, he said okay, 
he could use me. Then, he found out I 
was looking for a place to stay, too, and 
he mentioned he had built a little place 
over a garage for a couple who wanted 
to rent it out. So I went to see them and 
bingo! It’s ours.” 

“Oh, Jeff, you are wonderful, simply 
wonderful,” | said proudly. 

“Yes, I (Continued on Page 51) 
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J EIL AND I were walking on air the 
~ ‘ day we left the doctor’s office. There 
was nothing wrong with either of us 
physically. We could have a baby. We 
were both normal in every way. 
“What a relief!” Neil said, as we 
drove home. “I feel ten years younger 


already. I was beginning to think |! 


wasn't a man after all.” 

“Oh Neil! I’m so happy. If you only 
knew how I’ve prayed for a baby. Every 
night when you were asleep I’d lay there 
and ask God to make everything all 
right.” 

Neil put his arm around me and drew 
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me close to him. “I want one too,” he 
said simply. “You know that.” He drove 
in silence for several blocks and then he 
said, “I don’t quite understand Doctor 
Peterson’s prescription. Why do we have 
to take our vacation right now, this 
week? Why can’t we wait until August 
when I’m due for time off?” 

“Because he knows your dad,” | said. 
“He knows that if we put it off, we'll 
never get away. It will be just like all 
the other times. Oh Neil! Don’t you see, 
darling? That’s the whole cause of our 
trouble. What with us living with your 
folk and you working for your dad, we 


have no life of our own. We've got to do 
exactly what Doctor Peterson said or 
My eyes filled with tears. “Or it will 
never work. We'll never have a baby.” 
“Well, I don’t see how I’m going to 
take off this week,” Neil 
“Those trucks have got to keep running 
what with the tomatoes coming on. A 
few more breakdowns like we had last 
month and we'll lose the contract for 


answered. 


” 
sure. 
Neil’s father operated a small trucking 


company hauling produce from the San 
Joaquin Valley into a local cannery. In 
season, it was a twenty four hour job. 


Every minute counted. A breakdown of 
a truck could mean a loss of thousands 
of dollars. It was Neil’s job to keep the 
six trucks running. He’d worked for his 
father since he graduated from high 
school. When we were married that 
summer we moved right into the big old 
two story brown house with Neil’s folk. 
It was to be 
peaches were finished. Temporary! That 
was a laugh all right. We’d been mar- 
ried five years and we still were living 
right there our most intimate moments 
only a wall apart from the family. We 
had the room right next to Neil’s parents. 
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temporary—until the 








Dad Thorne was a restless sleeper and 
often at night I could hear him tossing 
and turning. Mom Thorne moaned in 
her sleep and I could hear that too. That 
was part of the trouble too. 

“What’s wrong, honey?” Neil would 
ask, his voice filled with hurt because I 
had drawn away from his passionate 
embrace. 

1 couldn’t tell him. Oh I had tried to 

once. Neil had gotten very angry. 
“That’s down right crazy, the craziest 
thing I’ve ever heard,” he stormed, when 
| had said that I just couldn’t make love 
with his parents practically there with 
us. “Ellen and Jack seem to do all right.” 

Jack was Neil’s brother. He and his 
wife, Ellen lived there in the brown 
house, too. Their room was a little more 
private at the end of the hall but not 
much. But living with the folk didn’t 
seem to bother Ellen any. She seemed 
to thrive on it. She’d been married six 
years and had three children with a 
fourth coming up. She was the opposite 
of me in every way, carefree as a bird, a 
good mixer and always ready to laugh. 

If I had been like Ellen I’d have had 
three children by now. Doctor Peterson 
had explained it clearly enough. We'd 
talked quite a bit about Ellen one day 
when I was seeing him alone without 
Neil. 

“Some women are like that,” Doctor 
Peterson said, his eyes filled with sym- 
pathy. “Then there are women like you, 
Karen, women who are highly strung 
with nerves as taut as the strings on a 
violin. You can’t help being that way 
any more than Ellen can help being the 
easy going person she is.” 

It was so comforting to have Doc- 
tor Peterson understand. Lately, Neil 
had become quite impatient with my 
“moods” as he called them. And I knew 
well enough what his family thought of 
ne. Though I had lived with them five 
years, | was an outsider, a stranger who 
didn’t fit into their tightly knit little cir- 
cle. I'd never known a family as close 
is the Thornes. Though Neil and Jack 
were grown men with wives, they scarce- 
ly took a breath but what they consulted 
Dad Thorne. 

“V’ll have to talk it over with Dad,” 
Neil said now, making the last turn 
before the house came into view. 

Like molten lava anger spilled through 
me. “This is our affair! This is some- 
thing personal and—and intimate. I-I 
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won’t have our love life made the subject 
of a family conference. If you say one 
word, Neil, I'll leave you. ll go away 
by myself.” 

Neil said nothing more. I guess my 
outburst must have scared him because 
the next day we started taking Doctor 
Peterson’s prescription. We packed our 
things and started out for Clear Lake for 
a two weeks vacation. The first two 
weeks since our marriage that we’d been 
alone away from the family. The first 
time that Neil hadn’t been on twenty 
four hour call to rush out and bring in 
a truck for repairs, always working 
feverishly against the clock. Was it any 
wonder that Doctor Peterson said Neil 
was worn out with tension no man of 
twenty three should have? Was it any 
wonder that our marriage, like so many, 


back to us. And please, oh please make 
Neil again the tender lover of our honey. 
moon days. And let me learn again tp 
respond to him as a wife should. 

When I went into the cabin at las, 
Neil was already asleep. I stood for a 
long time looking down at him. In sleep 
the worry lines melted away and his face 
was young and strong. He was so good 
looking with that black hair and tap 
skin, and that mouth that was just made 
for kissing. Neil Thorne, the boy ! had 
loved since I was sixteen, the only boy 
I had ever loved. 

We’d met at a barn dance the school 
was giving to raise funds for the foot. 
ball team’s travelling expenses. Neil was 
captain of the team and president of his 
senior class. I was a lowly junior, just 
another girl among many. How we ever 
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had fallen apart because it never had 
been given a chance to succeed? 

“It’s so beautiful here!” I sighed rap- 
turously when we were settled in our 
cabin near the lake. It was the first week 
in June and the resort wasn’t crowded. 
We had no trouble finding a cabin. 
There were several still standing empty 
including the one right next to us. 

“Maybe I can unwind here,” Neil said. 
“I’m so tired I could sleep standing up. 
What do you say if we turn in now?” 

We were standing on the little porch. 
A full moon was inching its way above 
the treetops, sailing like a majestic 
queen across the black velvet sky. “I'll 
be in in a few minutes,” I told Neil. 
When he disappeared into the cabin | 
leaned against the porch support and 
raised my face to the moon. Let us be 
happy, I prayed silently. Bring our love 
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paired off, I'll never know. It was jus 
one of those strange events that change 
your whole life. I’d come to the dance 
with George Allan, the boy I’d been go- 
ing steady with for almost a year. Neil 
had come alone. It was a tag dance. 


One minute I was dancing with George § 


and the next minute I was in Neil’s arms. 
And from that moment on, there wasn't 
anyone else in the world except Neil 
Thorne. Oh I went home with George. 
In fact, we didn’t actually break up unti 
that summer. Then Neil and I started 
going steady, and the next summer We 
got married. 

“It’s going to be rough going for 
awhile,” Neil told me, the night he pre 
posed. “We'll have to bunk in with the 
folk for a while. Dad is depending ™ 
me to be right there. He and Jack can! 
possibly handle things alone with thal 





Wron 
that ; 
us b 
we | 
lover 
takes 
into | 
was { 


new cannery deal we have.” 

“] don’t mind, darling!” I said, my 
head against his shoulders, my lips warm 
from his kisses. “We'll be together and 
that is what counts.” 

His arms had tightened around me. 
“You’re one girl in a million, Karen,” 
he’d said thickly. “Just the girl I need.” 

We had a lovely church wedding. | 
hadn’t any folk. They died when | was 
small and | lived with my aunt. But 
Mom Thorne couldn’t have been nicer 
to me if she’d been my own mother. She 
helped me plan the wedding down to the 
last detail. She let me cry on her shoul- 
der when I| had nerves over the fit of the 
wedding dress and she worked so hard 
to give us a lovely reception right there 
in the brown house. 

“I’m so glad you and Mom get along,” 


Neil couldn’t see 


that his first 


loyalty should be 


to me, and that I 


needed to know it 


Neil said, with boyish happiness the day 
before the wedding. “I knew you would. 
If you didn’t—” he laughed teasingly, 
“The wedding would be off. It’s all for 
one and one for all in this family, 
honey.” 

Well, I was one of them now, | thought 
dreamily counting the hours until | 


would be Mrs. Thorne. 


Now LOOKING DOWN into my hus- 

band’s sleeping face, I asked myself 
why had everything turned out so 
wrong. Neil and I were prisoners in 
that awful old house. Parenthood denied 
us because somewhere along the line 
we had become strangers instead of 
lovers. Could two weeks undo the mis- 
takes of five years? Slipping silently 
into bed beside my sleeping husband, I 
was fillea with doubt. Neil hadn’t even 


cared enough about me to stay awake 
until I came to bed. Though we were 
miles from home in a cabin bathed in 
moonlight and sheltered by the giant 
redwoods, nothing had changed. | lay 
there alone, hungry for a love I’d locked 
out with my resentment, my uncontrolla- 
ble frigidity, remembering the nights 
when I had drawn away from Neil’s 
eager embrace. 

I slept finally and when I awoke the 
cabin was flooded with sunlight. Neil 
was up and dressed. I could smell the 
tantalizing aroma of bacon frying and 
coffee perking. 

“Come and get it!” Neil called out, 
when | had washed up and dressed in a 
pair of bright red capris and a crisp 
white blouse. I came to the table feeling 
suddenly as shy as any bride. Neil 
looked so different in the sturdy khaki 
trousers and matching shirt we'd bought 
hastily before we left town. Usually 
around the garage he wore greasy cover- 
alls that no amount of washing ever 
seemed to clean. “Hungry?” he asked, 
pulling my chair out for me. 

“Starved,” I said. I was hungry, rav- 
enously so. The table was beside a win- 
dow and I could look out and see the 
trees and the lake peeping through. Dif- 
ferent birds came out from the trees and 
hopped bravely near the window sill 
looking for crumbs. The sunshine was 
so bright and so warm. It seemed on 
this our first morning away that the 
world had been born anew during the 
night and made especially for us. “Oh 
Neil! 
everything and came here?” I blurted. 

“I sure am, honey. I feel better al- 
ready. I must have died and gone to 


Aren’t you glad we chucked 


heaven last night. I didn’t hear you when 
you came to bed. I was clear out. Do 
you know this is the first time in I don’t 
know how long that I’ve slept ten hours 
straight through?” 

Remembering the lonely tears of the 
night before, it seemed to me that I’d 
been pretty silly. Worn out as he was, 
naturally Neil would fall asleep the mo- 
ment his head touched the pillow. 

We ate heartily and then we washed 
up the dishes together. Then we put on 
our bathing suits and hiked down to the 
lake. I'll never forget that first day. We 
were like two kids out of school. Every- 
thing we did was so much fun, splashing 
about in the lake, having our lunch 
under the shade of a big tree, lying for 
hours on the soft carpet of leaves not 


saying much, half asleep. And then be- 
fore we knew it, it was night. Darkness 
came early to our cabin because of the 
thick grove of trees. We ate supper by 
lantern light and then went to bed early. 
Neil was in bed ahead of me but tonight 
he didn’t fall asleep. He lay watching 
me undress, his dark eyes glowing with 
a light I hadn’t seen in them for so long. 

“You’re hair is still the most beautiful 
I’ve ever seen,” he said watching me 
brush it vigorously. “I’m glad you never 
cut it. I like it long like that. It looks 
like dark velvet.” 

My heart pounded violently with a 
conflict of emotions—joy because Neil 
was aware of me, wanting me with the 
old passionate ardor, and fear because 
I might fail him. Fail him as I had on 
a thousand nights, pushing him away, 
sobbing out a heartbroken, “I can’t! I 
can’t!” I blew out the lantern and slipped 
into bed beside Neil. My body was rigid 
with the nameless dread. I felt that if 
Neil touched me I would scream. 

“It’s nice here,” he said, making no 
move toward me. “Really nice. We're 
going to come back here every year. 
Doctor Peterson was right. We needed 
to get away—by ourselves.” He fell 
silent for awhile, and then, “You know, 
honey, I’ve been thinking. We could get 
a place to ourselves—that new apart- 
ment being built over on Cedar street. 
That wouldn’t be too far from the gar- 
age. Would you like us to move there?” 

“Oh Neil!” was all 1 could say. 

He slipped his arm under my head 
and drew me gently to him. “You’ve 
waited a long time. I—I didn’t realize 
how much we’ve missed—not being by 
ourselves—until we came up here. It’s 
like—like being newlyweds all over 
again. I love you, Karen.” 

“And I love you too, Neil.” 

Our voices were soft and tender with 
the new awareness of one another. How 
many weeks, months or even years had 
it been since we'd said the simple yet 
magical words, / love you. Spoken now, 
they wiped out all the bitterness and 
resentment that had built the wall be- 
tween us. Neil brought my lips to his 
in a searching, seeking kiss. 

“If you don’t want to, it’s all right,” 
he said, after while. 

“But I do—I do!” I answered, strain- 
ing convulsively against him, my whole 
being filled with an aching yearning to 
be one with my husband, to know again 
the sweetness (Continued on Page 65) 
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[hung on every word 
Bill said, knowing I 
had no right. Why did 


we meet ... too late? 








l rushed into a marriage without love, 
just to become a part of the smart 
set. And then love came along, too late 


NOTHER WEDDING announce- 

ment! With a sudden violent ges- 
ture | tore it to shreds and tossed_it 
toward the waste paper basket. | could 
feel the knot of bitterness swelling in nay 
throat everyone ts gelling married but 
me. 

My mother looked up trom across the 
breakfast table and asked mildly. “Some- 
thing wrong. Wilhelmina?” 

I answered grimly. “That mean-tem- 
pered, simpering Annie Edwards ha- 
just beeome a bride. She's a vea 
younger than | am, too.” 

Mother sighed. “You girls are all get- 
ting married so young. ~ 

“Well, Pm not. Every time | get a 
wedding announcement it makes me feel 
more like an old maid.” 

Mother laughed. “You're hardly an 
old maid at twenty.” 

“Nearly 


“Phe worst is that | don't seem to have 


twenty-one. | protested, 


anything in common with my old friend~ 


any longer. They're all part of a two- 
some now and want to talk about their 
homes and their husbands and_ their 
married couple parties | gulped, “I 
| feel so out of it all. I-—-] want to be 
married. too.” 

“You will be in time. dear. A girl as 
pretty as you isnt going to stay un- 
married long. Just don't be so impatient 
about it.” 

“PT ean't help feeling the way IL dow I 
insisted stubbornly. 

“| think one trouble with you is that 
sour job is boring. If only youd taken 

retarial course and fitted yourself 


rom ething better and more interest- 


“Oh. dont let's 
Mavbe | was too 
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yabhover that aga 
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Voth ot up. “Well. speaking ol 
Work | Ist to ff to my own.” 
\fter she had gone. | poured mvself 


nother cup of eoffee and sat on at the 
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ible, not caring if it were getting late. 
he long mirror across the room re- 
eted my dark hair, thick-lashed eyes 
nd oval face with its square chin. I 
idn’t need reassurance from the mirror 


veo 


fest 


to tell me that I was prettier than Annie 
Edwards. Yet, married, | 
thought gloomily, and I wasn’t. 

Was mother right and I was just being 
too impatient about my single status? 


she was 





I’d always been hasty. Everything | did, 
had to be done right away. Everything | 
wanted, I must have immediately. | re- 
member once, when I was a small girl 
before Papa died, I'd seen a white’ muff 
in a store window and | thought I'd die 
if I didn’t own it right away. 

“Let me have it now for Christmas,” 
| begged Papa, pressing my small nose 
longingly against the store window. 

Papa had laughed, “But. darling. 
Christmas is two months away.” 

“I know. but I want the muff now— 
now. Can’t I please, oh, please, have an 
early Christmas present?” 

Papa, who was always indulgent with 
me, got it. And of course when Christ- 
mas came there was something else 
under the tree. That was the way things 
had been when Papa was alive—gay and 
happy. with all those little extras that 
had been denied us afterwards. 

Papa died suddenly of a heart attack 
when I was eleven. A general contractor 
in our small New England city, his busi- 
ness had been built almost solely on his 
own warm personality. With him gone, 
there was little left. Mother, who had 
been a schoolteacher when she married, 
went back to work and we moved into a 
small apartment. 

Mother and I were happy together. 
Though we never had a great deal of 
money we managed all right. I was a 
popular girl and dated and enjoyed my- 





I didnt know the meaning of love 


until | met Bill. . 


_and now wed 


never have a chance for happiness 





self. When I finished high school mother 
was very anxious for me to take a secre- 
tarial course and fit myself for a good 
job. 

But I couldn’t wait. “I want to go to 
work right away,” I insisted. “I want to 
begin earning money.” 

“There’s not that much of a hurry. In 
the end you'll be better off if you can 
type and take shorthand.” 

But I wouldn’t listen to her. Two 
weeks after I graduated I was working 
in the Bon Ton 5 & 10 store. It was a 
dull, unsatisfying job and after working 
there for some time I was getting restless 


and bored. 
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The thought of it got me to my feet. 
Hastily, | ran the breakfast dishes under 
hot water and hurried out to catch the 
downtown bus. It was a stifling July 
morning and already | felt wilted and 
dispirited. 

At the store, Harriet, the girl with 
whom I worked at the cosmetic counter, 
was already in. She had done the dust- 
ing and laid out the special for the day. 
| expected her to be cross at my lateness. 
as her disposition was not of the best. 
But this morning she was all amiability 
and I soon discovered why. 

Starry-eyed. she flashed her left hand 
at me, showing the new ring with the 
tiny diamond, “George gave it to me last 
night—” her voice trembled with excite- 
ment “—-we’re going to be married right 
after Labor Day.” 

“Congratulations,” 1 mumbled and 
hoped | didn’t sound as unenthusiastic 
as I felt. 

“Oh, I’m so happy.” she thrilled. “| 
want everyone else to be, too.” She gig- 
gled. “Here comes something for you 
right now.” 
~] watched Holmes Latham, the stock- 
room manager, coming toward us. He 
was a tall thin man in his middle Thirties 
with light brown eyes, a small mustache 
and a serious expression on his sensitive, 
well-molded face. It had been obvious 
for some time that he was quite taken 
with me. 

He said, “Good morning, Wilhel- 
mina.” He hesitated for a moment. then 
added, a little shyly. “I—I brought an 
extra lunch today. I wonder if you'd 
care to share it with me in the park?” 

I accepted gratefully, preferring the 
cool and greenness of the park to the 
crowded drugstore counter. 


HE MORNING PASSED slowly, 

with the customers, probably due to 
the heat, being more querulous and de- 
manding than usual. At noon I was glad 
to escape to the park with Holmes. The 
park—so-called—-was a square across 
from the store with trees and benches. 
Holmes and I sat on the patch of grass 
and ate his sandwiches and cake. | knew 
he always brought his lunch to the store 
to save money. He lived with his mar- 
ried sister and his dream was to be able 
some day to have his own store. 

He talked about that now, his voice 
eager, “I have a head for merchandising. 
Pm sure I could make a go of a store 
of my own.” 


“Why stop at one store?” I asked, 
yawning. The heat was making me 
sleepy, “Why not aim for a chain?” 

He took me seriously. “One is enough 
to start with. There’s nothing to gain by 
being impatient.” 

“I know.” I stifled another yawn. 
“That was the very thing my mother was 
warning me about this morning.” 

He smiled—he really had an awfully 
nice smile, warm and attractive—and 
asked. “What are you being impatient 
about?” 

“Oh, nothing important,” I mumbled, 
slightly embarrassed. I certainly wasn’t 
going to tell Holmes Latham that it was 
about getting a husband. Not that I had 
any interest in him along that line. He 
was a nice guy. I remembered how con- 
siderate and helpful he had been to me 
my first days in the store. But roman- 
tically he didn’t stir me at all. The 
spark just wasn’t there. 

I came out of my thoughts to realize 
that he was asking me to go out with him 
that evening “—and I can get my sister’s 
car and we can do whatever you want.” 

“Oh, Holmes, that would be nice but 
I promised to go see a friend of mine. 
She and her husband have just moved 
into Sunset Grove, that new development 
out of town.” 

“Yes, I hear it’s very pretty out there. 
I’ve been wanting to see it myself.” 

Impulsively, I said, “Would you like 
to drive me out? [I’m sure Eleanor and 
her husband would be delighted to see 
you, too.” 

He agreed eagerly to the suggestion. 
and that evening after supper he came 
by for me. Dressed up, he looked differ- 
ent than the stock room manager I was 
used to seeing—handsomer, more inter- 
esting. 

Eleanor had always been one of my 
closest friends. The last two years of 
school she had gone steady with Ingram 
Greenwood and they had been married 
a month after they’d graduated. Ingram 
was a broad-shouldered, cheerful man 
who worked in his father’s insurance 
office. 

They greeted us warmly. Eleanor, a 
lively beauty, hugged me and cried out 
delightedly, “Oh, I’m so glad you came, 
Wil. Let me give you the grand tour 
first.” 

Proudly, she showed me around, 
pointing out the built-in oven, the tiling 
in the kitchen, the small flagstoned yard, 
the extra bedroom. “All waiting for you 


know what,” she said happily. 

“Not already?” I gasped. 

“I think so. But not a word yet.” She 
put her fingers to her mouth, “I don’t 
want the folk knowing until I’m abso- 
lutely sure.” 

I stifled the feeling of envy that surged 
through me. I loved Eleanor dearly and 
I was glad she was so happy. But | 
couldn’t help feeling with a little pang 
that she had everything—a nice hus- 
band, a lovely new home, a baby on the 
way. She didn’t have to slave all day in 
that smelly old Bon Ton. Oh, why wasn’t 
I married, too and having all that she 
had? 

The four of us spent a very pleasant 
evening, playing cards and later having 
coffee and some delicious cake Eleanor 
had made. She tried to talk recipes with 
me but as mother and I cooked only the 
simplest things I didn’t have much to 
offer. 

On the way home Holmes said feel- 
ingly, “Those Greenwoods are certainly 
a nice couple. I liked them a lot.” 

“I’m sure they liked you, too.” | an- 
swered warmly. 

I could see that he was very pleased 
at the idea of being liked by Eleanor 
and Ingram. I wondered for the first 
time what it was like for him, living 
with his married sister and saving for 
the store. It must be pretty dull. Maybe 
he was lonely and didn’t have any 
friends of his own. 

Wondering about him like that made 
him seem more a person. And when. 
leaving me at the door, he asked if I'd 
go out with him again the next week. 
I agreed. 

After that, I saw quite a bit of Holmes. 
Oh, I dated other boys. most of whom 
I had known my whole life and found 
anything but exciting. At least Holmes 
was older and more of a man. It gradu- 
ally became accepted that he would have 
the all important Saturday night dates. 
Naturally, I saw him every day in the 
store and Harriet, in her pink glow of 
approaching wifehood, was always urg- 
ing me on “to snap up Holmes, if you 
can. He’s good husband material.” 

But though I liked Holmes, I wasn’t 
interested in him as possible husband 
material. Despite the fact that we went 
out regularly and I enjoyed his com- 
pany, he still didn’t excite me in any 
way. I longed to get married but it 
would have to be with someone who 
swept me off (Continued on Page 68) 
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“T’ll soon be as good as new, 
Scott,” I whispered, but 3 
he turned his eyes away from vt - 
>: 3 a3 





I had always demanded 


perfection, but now | was 


the one rejected 


N THE WAY to the hospital I tried 
not to think about Larry. I was still 
so numb from the shock of his accident 
I couldn’t quite believe it had really hap- 
pened. I felt like shaking my fist at 
somebody, God maybe, and demanding 
why did it have to be. Just when it 
looked as if I’d found the kind of hap- 
piness I’d always dreamed of finding. 

As the taxi snaked its way through 
the late afternoon traffic, I touched the 
small diamond in its yellow gold mount- 
ing that ringed my third finger, left 
hand. I though about the night only two 
months back when Larry put it there. He 
came by the cafe so excited he could 
hardly wait for me to change from my 
uniform into the pink linen sheath I’d 
brought from home. But judging by the 
way his eyes lighted up like a neon sign 
when he saw me, I guess he thought the 
wait worthwhile. 

“By Golly, Ruby, you look good 
enough to eat,” he grinned, white even 
teeth flashing beneath his neat black 
mustache. 

As he took my arm a shiver of delight 
spread over me. He was so big and 
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strong, so ruggedly handsome that even 
his slightest touch could melt my heart. 
Later, after dinner and while we danced, 
| gloried anew in the strength of his 
tender-fierce embrace, all the while 
iware that somehow tonight would be 
lifferent from our other dates. It wasn’t 
intil he brought me back to the apart- 
rent | shared with Patty and Brian— 
my sister and her invalid husband—that 
| found out the reason for his good 
ood. Sliding to the curb, he cut the 
motor of his car, took my hand in his 
ind kissing my fingers, slipped the ring 
l place. 

“It’s a small ring, Ruby honey, but my 
love is as big as that whole starry sky up 
here. Will you wear it as a promise to 
be my wife?” 

Would 1? I couldn’t say “Yes” quick- 

enough. | had lived under the shadow 





f so much sorrow that I was determined 





wring all the fun and excitement and 
happiness out of life I could. If I could 
lp it, | sure didn’t want to be like 
Mama or my sisters, Patty and Hazel. 
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No sir! .I was nineteen, had found my 
kind of guy, and felt I had the world on 
a string! When Larry drew me into his 
arms and my lips melted into his, there 
was no doubt at all that my dreams had 
come true. 

But now! Would he really expect me 
to go on with our marriage plans? If so, 
could I actually do it? I don’t know. | 
honestly didn’t know. 

There were still several blocks to go 
before we reached the hospital, so lean- 
ing my head back against the seat, | 
thought back on the last several years. 

I grew up a policeman’s kid. I was 
proud of my dad. In his uniform, so tall 
and strong, he looked like a king. At 
the same time, I was made aware real 
early in life that quite often he was in 
danger. Mama tried to hide it, but | 
soon learned the reason for her tear- 
stained eyes and the restless nights when 
she couldn’t sleep. It seemed to me we 
all lived with a threat of gloom hanging 
over us. Then, just a little after my 
fifteenth birthday, the threat became a 
reality. While on a routine inspection in 
the warehouse district, Dad encountered 
some men stealing a truck load of tires. 
When the echoing shots died down, there 
were four men lying dead—three thieves 
and my father. 

I'll never forget Mama’s words when 
the chief tried to comfort her. 

“What difference 


whether he died a hero or not?” she said 


does it make 
dully, “he’s gone.” 

She sounded so empty, so dead inside. 

Then I thought of my sister, Patty. 
When she married Brian, a rookie in 
the traffic division, she, too, thought she 
had the world on a string. But eight 
months later her world shattered com- 
pletely taking with it her dream of 
motherhood as well. I remember vividly 
the night it happened. It was a rainy, 
slushy night in early winter and Brian 
had stopped a speeding motorist on a 
deserted side-street. As Brian walked 
back to write down the license number, 
this hoodlum pulled a gun, fired, then 
sped off leaving Brian lying wounded in 
the street. It was hours before he was 
found, hours in which he struggled to 
help himself. His struggling caused the 
bullet to move into an even more danger- 
ous position. It lodged too close to his 
spine to be removed, so a wheelchair be- 
came Brian’s prison for life. 

Wouldn’t you have thought that my 
other sister, Hazel, would have thought 








about all this before she married a guy 
on the force, too? But, oh no. When 
she met Gus, a friend of Brian’s, her eyes 
were so full of stardust she couldn’t see 
beyond the end of her nose. One night 
I asked her why she was deliberately 
taking a chance on getting her heart 
broken. She just looked at me and said, 
“Why, Ruby honey, a girl can’t turn her 
back on love no matter what the cir. 
cumstances.” 

I didn’t say it out loud, but I thought 
to myself, / could. 1 want more out of 
life than just snatches of happiness. 

Hazel lives in another state now. Gus’ 
folk are helping her rear two-year old 
Timmy and the little girl that was born 
three months after Gus was killed. The 
day I helped her pack to move, | was 
tempted to say, “I told you so.” But, 
of course I didn’t. 

It wasn’t long after Hazel left that 
Mama had to go down south to take care 
of Granny who'd gone partially blind 
and was unable to care for herself. | 
moved in with Patty and Brian, and got 
a job at Mac’s cafe. Every one of 
Brian’s policemen friends tried to date 
me, but I wasn’t interested. I wanted a 
guy I could laugh with, dance with, and 
most of all, not be afraid that every time 
we parted might be our last. Then | met 
Larry. He was a clerk for a big ware- 
house up the street from the cafe. The 
first morning he came in and ordered 
breakfast, I think we both knew some- 
thing special had happened to us. A day 
or so later he asked for a date, and from 
then on we were a steady twosome. We 
swam, went on picnics, danced. We al- 
ways had had fun, and | wanted it to 
last forever. 

My thoughts were jarred back to the 
present when the taxi pulled to the curb. 
I looked out at the big brick hospital. 
Forcing my feet to move forward, | 
walked inside. 


HAT HAPPENED AS I stood be- 

side Larry’s bed and looked down 
where his legs should have been, I’m 
ashamed to tell. But painful as it is to 
write these words, I know I must. | al- 
ready knew how the accident happened 
—the brakes went out on a truck that 
was being loaded and crushed him 
against the wall—but I hadn’t been pre- 
pared for his legs having to be ampv- 
tated just above the knees. The awful 
realization made me sick at my stomach. 
I didn’t feel pity nor tenderness nor love. 
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All at once I could see Patty taking care 
of Brian like a baby, lifting him, wash- 
ing him, ministering to his every need. 
Only it wasn’t Patty’s face I saw. It was 
mine, and Brian’s face turned into 
Larry’s and I began to scream. 

Later, after I had calmed down a bit. 
the doctor tried to talk to me. He told 
me Larry hadn’t heard my screams, he 
was still under sedation, but that I must 
pull myself together before he became 
conscious. I tried to, honest I did. But 
everytime I looked over at his bed and 
saw how the sheet sank down so abrupt- 
ly where there should have been some- 
thing under it, | wanted to scream out 
again. 

Now comes the shameful part. There’s 
simply no nice way to put it. As I looked 
at him lying there, the years stretched 
out endlessly before me, and I knew for 
certain I didn’t have the guts to face 
them. With trembling fingers, I tore the 
diamond ring from my finger, laid it on 
the bedside table, and wordlessly thrust- 
ing aside the doctor’s friendly hand, ran. 
{ fled down the long hospital corridor, 
past the questioning eyes of the nurses 
on duty, out into the sunshine where | 
gulped fresh air like it was a drug. | 
wanted to get away from the smell of 


When she didn’t answer, just stood 
there looking at me, I repeated my ques- 
tion. “Well, can you?” 

Her answer almost convinced me she 
meant it, but not quite. 

“I loved Brian when I married him, 
and I still do.” she said quietly, “and I’d 
rather have him the way he is than not 
to have him at all. What you need, little 
sister, is some more growing up.” 

Like I said, she didn’t quite convince 
me she meant it. I could still see sadness 
in her eyes. And if growing up some 
more meant spending my life in sadness, 
I didn’t want any. But there came a time 
when Patty’s words came back to haunt 
me. 

Through some friends of Granny’s | 
found another job and started making 
a new life for myself. By the time an- 
other summer rolled around life was tun 
again. I thought a lot about Larry and 
the good times we used to have. I was 
sure he knew where I was, but he’d never 
tried to get in touch with me, and though 
I told myself that was the way | wanted 
it, sometimes it was hard to believe I’d 
never see him again. Especially at night 
when I’d wake up to find his kisses were 
only a dream. Yet in the sobering light 
of day when Id think of him so hope- 
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| We had been so happy before, but now 
| I felt unworthy of love. Was it my 
fault? Would I have to pay forever? l 
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death, the threat of hurt, anything that 
I wanted Mama. | 
wanted to feel her arms around me, to 


was unpleasant. 


have her soothing voice tell me every- 
thing was going to be all right. I want- 
ed to run and run until I found her. 


ELL, I GOT to Mama, all right. I 

quit my job, packed my things and 
was on the train going South by noon 
of the next day. Patty couldn’t under- 
stand me at all. We had some pretty hot 
words over it, but when she called me a 
quitter, I let her have it. 

“How can you stand there and judge 
me? If Brian had been hurt before you 
married, I’ll bet you would have done 
the same thing. Can you honestly say 
you’re happy chained to just half a man 
with no hope of any kind?” 


lessly crippled, I knew I’d done the right 
thing. I figured it was kinder on us 
both for me to have run instead of stay- 
ing until my love had turned to nothing 
but pity. And it would have. To have 
seen his pride guttering out like a dying 
candle, not to be able to do for himself 
the things he’d always taken for granted. 
would have been hard to bear. All these 
things I kept telling myself. But there 
was another reason. a thing I couldn’t 
quite bring out of the dark secret place 
in my heart. I hated to admit even to 
myself the repugnance I felt whenever | 
thought about touching his crippled 
body. It was a thing I was ashamed of, 
but it was there just the same. 

Like I said, I’d made quite a few new 
friends, but there was one young man in 
particular that took up a lot of my time 


and thoughts. His name was Scott 
Harris. He was a bell-hop in the hotel 
where I worked, and in his close-fitting 
black pants and smart red jacket—well, 
take my word for it, he was plenty cute. 
There was another girl who was a maid 
on the same floor as | that thought so. 
too. But I was the one he asked for 
dates. Most of the time we had the same 
hours, and after work we'd meet and 
have coffee together. Then, since he 
didn’t have any family living here, he 
took to asking me for dinner dates. Be- 
fore long I was dating him three or four 
times a week. We liked to do the same 
things—dancing, bowling, swimming. 
anything that was fun. 

One night after he’d brought me home 
from one of our dates, Mama said she 
thought he was getting serious. Then she 
wanted to know how I felt about him. 

“You know, Ruby, you promised one 
man you'd marry him and didn’t keep 
your promise, now I| think you ought to 
be real sure before you say or do any- 
thing that would hurt another,” she said. 
looking me straight in the eyes. “Just 
what are your feelings about Scott?” 

This was the nearest Mama ever came 
to scolding me about leaving Larry, but 
knowing how honest and loyal she was, 
I knew she thought I had done him a 
great wrong. 

“Don’t worry. Mama, I won’t make 
the same mistake again. So far Scott 
and I are just good friends, but if the 
time comes when I have to make another 
decision, I'll give it lots of thought.” 

“Well, I hope so, honey.” Then kiss- 
ing me goodnight she left the bedroom. 

After she was gone, I had a hard time 
getting to sleep for to tell the truth, | 
hadn’t been perfectly honest when I told 
her Scott and I were just good friends. 
I knew he was getting pretty serious. and 
felt the time wasn’t far off when he’d ask 
me to marry him. How did I feel about 
him? Well, I had asked myself that 
question more than once. | think if | 
had never known a man like Larry | 
could have loved Scott with all my heart. 
But every time I’d think about marrying 
Scott, Larry’s face seemed to flash before 
my eyes. I finally went to sleep not 
really finding the answer. 

But on Sunday, two nights later. | 
made my decision. Scott and I had gone 
for a picnic and swim at Pine Lake, then 
afterwards had spread a blanket on the 
soft, grassy bank to rest. The sun was 
below the hori- (Continued on Page 58) 
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‘HE SWINGING six-piece band broke 


nto the beat of the last dance—a 
ited cha-cha—as our junior high 
ol prom came to an end. 

he half-darkened room seemed vir- 


lly to sway as the girls and boys 
ighingly led one another to the dance 


- where they tried out their newest 


iations on the popular dance. I| stood 


k in the shadows, envious and hope- 

et afraid that some girl would ask 
But I knew there would 
be a single girl seeking me for a 


» dance. 


ner. 
en Jennie, whom I had escorted to 
dance, would not have asked me. 
[ was known as Bobby the “male 
lflower” and the butt of my so-called 


“= 
as 


almost constant harassment. 


ie. 


Besides, 1 couldn’t dance. 

I was relieved when several fellows 
asked Jennie to dance. But I had wished 
at the same time that it was me out there 
having the time of my life with the rest. 
Even at the thought, as I watched Jennie 
twirling in the steps of the dance, my 
face flushed and a 
formed at the back of my neck. 

A couple buddies came over at in- 
termission and asked: “What’s the mat- 
ter, Bobby? You run out of wallflowers 
to count?” after they saw me talking 
to Jennie before she left with a girl 


sweaty moisture 


friend for the powder room. They 
laughed as they left to rejoin their dates, 

I tried to smile, too. But down inside, 
the question hurt for it exposed a prob. 
lem which had existed for months. | 
was afraid of girls. I learned this when 
the fellows in the gang began dating. 

My three years in junior high school 
were pockmarked with such happenings 
as those which occurred at the prom. 
Until recently, the gang had sort of 
snubbed girls, too, preferring to stick 
close, wrestling among ourselves and 
playing baseball and other boys’ games. 
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During those first two years of junior 
high, the gang ignored girls like the 
plague. But during the final year there, 
I noticed how they began less and less 
to gather in our old meeting places. 
Their ideas about girls had begun to 
change. They began meeting girls at 
the soda fountain. I had tried to fit in 
too. But they remained the biggest 
mystery in my life because I couldn’t 
think clearly when a girl acted as though 
she liked me. 

Sometimes though, I think 
maybe that period was the best in my 
life. 

Girls to me were things from another 
world. Mothers were all right for fa- 
thers. And it was all right for young 
women to marry young men, I supposed. 

But somehow, perspiration broke out 


now. 


over my body like | had a skin disease 
and my knees began to quiver, when a 
girl got close to me and hinted that she 
wanted to kiss me, or, for that matter, 
even to talk about anything besides 
classroom work or the weather. My 
words always got tied up with my 





tongue and | could hardly speak. 
Perhaps I would still be that way now, 


' at nineteen, had it not been for Jennie, 


whom I had known (and yet not really 
known) for a long time. 

As we said goodnight at her front 
door, after the dance, Jennie asked: 


| “Don’t you want to kiss me, Bobby?” 
' and before I could stammer out a word, 


she had placed both her arms around my 
neck and planted a soft kiss on my lips. 
I was flustered and began to sweat 
around the collar. | felt a strange puls- 
ing at the bottom of my stomach, like 
nothing I had ever felt before. And the 
sensation made my head buzz in a funny 
way. Much as I liked it I instinctively 
pulled away from Jennie. 

She looked at me in astonishment for 
a moment but then quickly recovered 
herself saying: “I’m sorry, Bobby. | 
suppose I forgot myself and was think- 
ing that you were someone else for a 
moment. But you know, you could be a 
real lover if you tried. Goodnight. And 
thanks for escorting me to the prom. 





See you later.” 

I was shakened and confused about 
what had happened. I wanted her to 
come back. But I would have dropped 
dead, I guess, if she had reappeared. | 
had yearned to take active part in the 
dance, wishing that I could have jumped 
into the middle of the dance floor and 
shown them all that I was a great dancer 
and could out-shine them all at making 
time with a girl. 

Only I knew I didn’t have the courage 
to even have walked onto the dance floor 
much less to try to dance before that 
crowd. 


DIDN’T UNDERSTAND fully what 
Jennie said that night until a number 
of weeks later, when we began classes 


at the high school. 


“T like it all right, too,” Jennie said as 
she leaned against a wall in the corridor. 
“Only I think that I’m going to have 
trouble in algebra with Mr. Davis.” 
“Oh, do you have him also?” | asked. 
“T think I’m going to enjoy his classes” 
I said, believing it because | was a whiz 
in math. “Maybe I can help you,” I 
said, suddenly realizing that here I was 
offering to help a girl. Then I started to 
sweat again. 

“Gee, would you, Bobby?” she asked, 
and I was immediately happy that I had 
asked her when I saw a happy glow 
sweep her face. “Sure,” I said relaxing 
from the tenseness which had engulfed 
me moments before. 

“Let’s wait a week and then you can 
come over to the house one evening after 
my mother gets home and you can tell 


All of the other guys were beginning to date 


girls, but I still hated them like poison— 


that is, until that special date with Jennie 





That was when I accidentally bumped 
into Jennie in a corridor of the high 
school and she looked at me in a funny 
way which made me remember every- 
thing that had occurred. Something 
about the look in her eyes and the way 
she smiled at me made me understand 
that she liked me. I felt the sweat begin 
to form over my body and I wanted to 
run. I felt like I was guilty of some 
crime. 

“Don’t run, Bobby,” Jennie pleaded 
as she placed her hand on my arm. “I, 
I, I wasn’t running, Jennie,” I finally 
blurted out as I felt near-panic inside. 
I was afraid that she was going to ask 
me to another dance or tell me that she 
was going to kiss me again. I felt my 
knees shaking. 

“I’ve been hoping to see you again,” 
she said. “How do you like our new 
school?” “Fine,” I managed to smile 
back at her, feeling relief that she wasn’t 
going to get mushy. As long as she was 
going to talk about something like 
school, then I was going to be all right. 


me how you are doing,” | suggested. 
“All right,” Jennie said as I noticed the 
glow sort of fade from her face. Jennie 
said goodbye and as she disappeared 
down the corridor, I saw her tight skirt 
swinging with her steps. I felt some- 
thing stir inside. I thought that this 
feeling must be love but I wouldn’t 
admit it to myself. What would she 
want or do with a misfit like me, I pon- 
dered as I went to my next class. 

I found that concentration on school 
work was becoming tedious during the 
week following my meeting with Jennie. 
She and thoughts of her were filling my 
mind. But I didn’t know what to do 
about them except to build up preposter- 
ous fantasies around them in which I 
was the knight in shining armor come 
to her (the poor damsel in distress) 
rescue. 

This was all right. But when | thought 
of her in the present, as my special girl, 
then I felt sweat forming over my 
body as though she were standing there 
watching my thoughts. Then I would 
have fits of depression for | knew that 
Jennie didn’t want me as a boy friend. 
At least I wouldn’t let myself believe this. 
And if she had, I knew that I didn’t and 
wouldn’t know what to do to properly 
fill the role. (Continued on Page 63) 
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Stifling a scream, I stared down at Johnny 
in horror... . He was dead! I killed him! 





JUST 
FOR A 
VOMENT'’S 
THRILL 


I had never had a date with Johnny 
Ragen in my life, but he was fun, and I 


was lonely. I didn’t know he meant trouble! 


OMEONE ONCE SAID that the fall of the year is depressing and to prove it 

they listed all the wars and other evils that had started at that time. It certainly 

worked out that way for me, on that cold, rainy September morning more than a 
year ago. 

I had come down to breakfast and found my father reading his paper in the 
kitchen and my stepmother listlessly flipping pancakes on a griddle at the stove. 
Neither of them bothered to greet me and I remained silent, too, as I sat down and 
poured myself a cup of coffee. 

“If you want pancakes,” Cass said, grumpily, “make them yourself.” 

“TI don’t want any,” I answered. “Dad, how about my going on to college next 
week? I’ve been admitted to a small one here in California and I have that five 
hundred Gram left me and I could get a job to help pay my expenses if you would 
help me just a little—” 

“College!” Cass blurted out the word as if it were a curse. “I knew if we let you 
finish high school you’d get some high notions. D’you think I work in that darned 
beauty shop every day for fun? No, Miss Queen Bee. I do it to help pay the mort- 
gage on this ramshackle house.” She poured herself a cup of coffee and glared at me 
across the table. 

I stared back at her, wondering how on earth Dad could ever have wanted to 
marry her after being married to my lovely mother for so long. Cass had dyed 
her hair so many times she looked like a store window dummy. Her eyes were 
dull and her mouth wore a perpetual droop. Her voice was whiny and the housecoat 
she wore needed laundering. 

“] was speaking to Dad,” | told her, sharply. 

Dad laid aside his paper and poured syrup on his pancakes. “Girls don’t need 
college, Laurie,” he said, shortly. “Don’t need a college education to snag a husband 
and have babies. Besides, Cass is right. She does work too hard to spend it on frills 
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for you. Why don’t you get a job and 
work until you get married? You might 
even pay a little board and help out 
here.” 

Cass laughed. “That’s the best idea 
lve heard today,” she said. “So you 
just get that fool college notion out of 
your head, Laurie Harper. You’ve had 
all the education you need. Use that 
head of yours to get yourself a man 
and he won’t be caring if you can’t spell 
cat as long as you please him in other 
ways—if you know what I mean.” She 
gave me a suggestive leer and I knew 
Dad wouldn’t help me if she told him 
not to. 

After Dad had gone to the steel mill 
and Cass had gone to the beauty shop, 
| washed the dishes, made the beds and 
cleaned up the rest of the dingy rooms. 
They hadn’t been dingy when Mom was 
living. She had a way of making even 
old furniture shine. But Mom had been 
a shiny person herself and she had been 
gone three years and Cass had been here 
two years. | stopped dusting and stared 
yut the window. Rain fell in a steady 
lownpour, the sky was dark with clouds 


noisily and some one called, “Want a 
lift, Laurie?” 

I turned gratefully as a car door 
swung open and ran for the shelter of 
the car. I wasn’t afraid because even 
though I couldn’t see who was at the 
wheel, it was someone who knew me by 
name. I scrambled inside and brushed 
the rain from my eyes to see Johnny 
Ragen grinning at me. 

I wasn’t too happy about my rescuer. 
Johnny Ragen had been expelled from 
high school as a bad influence on other 
students. He was known to have par- 
ticipated in drag races, had come to 
school with liquor on his breath and 
numerous other shady activities. I knew 
him but so slightly that I was more than 
a little surprised that he knew my name. 
Now his dark eyes glinted and his lips 
were curved in impish laughter. 

“Taxi crab,” he drawled. “Take you 
to your destitution?” 

I laughed. I wasn’t afraid of Johnny 
Ragen having any bad influence on me. 
I could take care of myself. 

“You're a life saver,” I told him. 


“Thanks a lot—and I live at 3852 Maple 


What I had done was in self defense, 


but would anyone believe m 


have the right to judge 


and the leaves floated down from the 
maple tree outside like little lost air- 
planes. I hated the day, Cass, my father 
and the whole dreary world. 

Then I had an inspiration. I didn’t 
have to stay here. If I couldn’t use 
Gram’s legacy for college, I could use it 
to get away and get a job in San Fran- 

isco or Los Angeles, couldn’t I? Cass 
would be glad to be rid of me and my 
father wouldn’t care, either. I finished 
my housework, got into a skirt and 
sweater, slipped into a raincoat and tied 
a red scarf over my head. I tucked my 
bank book in my purse and raced down 

the corner to catch a bus to the bank. 

An hour later, I came out of the bank 
with a cancelled savings account and 
five hundred dollars in crisp bills tucked 
inside my purse. A blast of wind and 
rain pelted me in the face as I came out 
nto the street and I pulled my scarf 
tighter as I turned toward the bus. An 


automobile horn at the curb tooted 
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avenue. Maybe that’s too far—” 

“Goon,” he retorted. “Nothing’s ever 
too much or too far for Johnny Ragen 
—or hadn’t you heard?” He sent the 
car slipping out into traffic and con- 
tinued to grin at me. 

“TI think I have heard a few things 
about you,” I admitted. “But I didn’t 
know you went in for rescuing damsels 
in distress.” 

He shrugged. “It isn’t every day I 
find a Venus in a red raincoat and 
scarf at my doorstep.” He gave me a 
thoughtful glance. “You were always so 
stand-offish at school. None of the guys 
ever dared ask you for a date and before 
I got around to it—and I did mean to— 
I got eliminated. What are you doing 
since you graduated? Working?” 

“No—but I’m about to start out look- 
ing for something.” I leaned back 
against the seat and stared out at the 
rainswept streets moodily. 

“Then—if you’re free today—how 


about having lunch with me and maybe 
we can take in a movie or something 
after?” 

“Don’t you have a job?” I asked, 
curiously. 

““Sure—but I’m between jobs right 
now and I have the rest of the week to 
myself. How about lunch, Laurie? 
Maybe I’m not as bad as I’m painted.” 

| thought about it. It would be dreary 
moping around home alone on such a — 
day and it had been a long time since 
I'd had any fun. Besides, this once 
couldn’t hurt because tomorrow I’d be 
leaving Sorento for good. I gave him a 
quick smile and nodded. “Sounds like 
fun,” I agreed. 

He turned the car at the next corner 
and headed north. “Nice little place 
about five miles out,” he said. “Good 
food and a juke box. They call it 
TOPPER’S. Ever been there?” 

I shook my head. I hadn’t been any — 
where any time. The few dates I’d had 
with boys hadn’t been very much fun. 
Either because of their lack of interest 
in me, or mine in them. Id never en- 
couraged a second date as that would've 
meant bringing them home and Cass 
would’ve either been drinking beer with 
a friend of hers from the beauty shop or 
coming home from a tavern with my 
father, arguing about something at the 
top of her lungs. She’d met my father — 
in a bar, after Mom died, and they still 
spent most of their evenings in them. 
Cass had a way of telling off-color jokes 
when she’d been drinking and I couldn’t 
risk subjecting myself to that with a boy 
present. So—I just hadn’t dated. This, 
I told myself, wasn’t a date, either. ‘This 
was just one of those things that couldn’t 
happen again and I wouldn’t want it to. 
But in my frame of mind today—it was 
just what the doctor ordered. 

So—we had a good lunch at TOP- 
PER’S and danced to the juke box and 
when I told Johnny I was leaving town 
the next day he said, “Then we'll call a 
bunch of kids and have a farewell party 
for you. We'll send you off with a bang, 
Laurie. Good wishes and all that jazz. 
eo 

I hesitated. “Where would we have 
the party? I’ve got a stepmother—” 

“°Nuff said,” he broke in. “Can't 
take you to my house, either, on account 
of because I don’t have one.” He 
laughed. “I live in a room at a rooming 
house.” He frowned for a moment as 
we danced slowly around the floor to 4 
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dreamy waltz. Then he stopped sud- 
denly and said, “I’ve got it! We'll go to 
the SHADY LANE motel. I know the 
manager and he’ll let us have a party as 
long as we don’t wreck the joint.” He 
gazed deeply into my eyes. “I don’t plan 
on wrecking the joint,” he said, soberly. 
“I promise you— it will be a real quiet 
party. Will you, Laurie?” 

I shrugged recklessly. “Let’s go,” I 
told him. “I’ve never had a party in my 
life and this one sounds like fun.” 

He swung me into a fast spin and his 
eyes danced. “You’re the prettiest kid I 
ever saw,” he told me. “With that mop 
of black hair and brown eyes like pan- 
sies—you’re a real doll, Laurie. I wish 
you weren’t going away. We might’ve 
made music together.” 

I didn’t answer. If I’d been going to 
stay in Sorento, I’d never have agreed to 
having this fling with Johnny Ragen but 
he needn’t know that. He was fun and 
being very nice to me and maybe, as 
he’d said, he wasn’t as bad as he was 
painted. People did reckless things 
when they were lonely—for example— 
what I was doing today. And I wasn’t 
bad, I knew that. 


T WAS ALMOST three o’clock when 
we turned off the busy highway into 
a lane lined with huge oak trees. It was 
still raining and the lights were on in the 
office of the motel. Johnny stopped the 
car, saying, “Wait here until I see if we 
can have a room. If so, I'll call the kids 
and we can buy cokes and sandwiches 
right here when we get hungry.” 

I waited, debating if I should go in 
and call Cass at the beauty shop and tell 
her I wouldn’t be home to supper. I 
decided it would only lead to more ex- 
planations than I cared to give so I 
didn’t. Then Johnny came out waving 
a key on a ring. He hopped into the car 
and said, “Last one at the end of the 
line. I called the kids and they’re com- 
ing as soon as they can get together.” 
He drove slowly past closed doors of the 
other sections but none of them seemed 
to be occupied. 

“Not doing much business, is he?” | 
observed, dubiously. A doubt swept 
through my mind like a shadow. 

“Oh, Mitch—Tom Mitchell owns the 
place—said that they usually begin pull- 
ing in around five or six. He said if he 
got too crowded he might ask us to 
vacate and I told him okay.” 

I relaxed. It made sense. “Any one | 


know coming?” I asked. 

“I imagine so,” Johnny answered. 
“Dorothy Farrell, Gwen Durkin, Ellie 
Thomas, Biff Carlson, Dick Hunter and 
Stan Wesley.” He stopped the car and 
I laughed happily. I knew all those kids. 
They were some of the nicest kids at 
school and if it was all right for them 
to be here, it was certainly okay for 
me, too. I followed Johnny into the 
motel just as a man came out of the 
bathroom. He wore overalls and his 
face was smudged. I stared at him and 
Johnny said, grinning, 

“I take it you’re the plumber? If so, 
Mitch said to go to Number ten next 
and fix a leaky faucet—” 

The man picked up some tools and 
slammed them in a big bag. “If people 
would treat plumbing with a grain of 
respect—” 

“You wouldn’t have a job.” Johnny 
clapped him on the shoulder and the 
man gave him a grudging grin. “Wise 
guy,” he muttered as he went out. 

Johnny picked up a wrench and threw 
it on the window sill. “He'll be back for 
this,” he said. “Now—shall I get some 
cokes, Laurie? I’ve got a transistor 
radio in the car. We could get some 
dance music.” 

While he was gone, I looked around. 
I'd never been in a motel and I liked the 
neatly-covered divan and big easy 
chairs. There were twin beds made up 
immaculately, a dressing table and a 
nice little bathroom. I slipped out of 
my raincoat, did a swift job of make-up 
and brushed my hair. Johnny came in 
with a carrier of cokes, the little radio 
and a pail of ice cubes. 

We drank some coke and danced and 
time went so fast I didn’t notice until 
finally it grew so dark and Johnny 
switched on the lights. I glanced at my 
watch and it was six o’clock. I gasped, 
as I pushed him away. 

“Where are the others?” I asked. 
“Johnny, it’s six o’clock. ... ?” 

Johnny lit a cigarette carefully and 
then looked straight at me. 

“Let’s stop the fun and games,” he 
said, curtly. “You knew all the time 
there wouldn’t be any others—especially 
that list of snooty brats I mentioned. 
They wouldn’t be caught dead here and 
you know it.” He grinned and came 
over and put both arms around me 
tight. 

“You’re a beautiful doll,” he whis- 
pered. “I’m mad for you but don’t tell 
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1 IF YOUR CHILD HAS 

A BAD SORE THROAT.. 

call your doctor, especially if there is 
difficulty in swallowing, swollen neck 
glands, high fever, nausea or vomiting. 
Prompt treatment of “strep” throat 
can prevent rheumatic fever and rheu- 
matic heart disease. 


2 IF YOU THINK YOU HAVE 
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE... 
see your doctor. Only he can tell. He 
can usually control it and decrease the 
chances of heart damage or “stroke”. 


3 STROKES ARE NOT HOPELESS.. 


Many patients can be treated effec- 
tively. Invalidism can be prevented or 
reduced. 


Your Heart Fund dollars helped to 
produce these advances. But heart dis- 
ease is still the nation’s #1 health 
enemy. Further progress depends upon 
your support of medical research. 


GIVE to the 








Ask your Heart 
Association for these and 
other helpful pamphlets. 


HEART FUND 








me you're that dumb. No gal with hair 
like yours could be an iceberg so stop 
putting on an act and give, baby.” His 
mouth crashed down on mine and his 
hands seemed to be all over me. 

I pushed at him with both hands buy 
he was strong. I drew in one quick, 
desperate breath and knew I was both 
dumb and stupid. But Johnny was 
about to find out I was also strong. | 
hadn’t played on the girl’s basketball 
team for nothing. I relaxed suddenly to 
the point of limpness and I felt his arms 
loosen. “That’s more like it, sugar,” he 
said. “Now we can really get ac. 
quainted.” He began pulling me toward 
the twin bed nearest us and I pretended 
to go willingly. Then with a sudden 
movement I was out of his arms and had 
put the bed between us. 

“You're everything they said about 
you,” I told him, fiercely. “And I'ma 
dumb fool for believing a word you 
said. I’m leaving here this minute—” 

“Over my dead body,” he broke in 
angrily. “How will you get home? | 
have the car keys in my pocket. Besides, 
any one seeing you walking out of Shady 
Lane motel would think plenty. This 
place has a reputation, my girl, and even 
you must’ve heard of it. You came her 
and you're staying.” He began coming 
around the end of the bed. I looked 
around for something to hit him with 
and saw the plumber’s wrench lying o 
the window sill behind me. I grabbed ii 
and said, furiously, 

“If you think I won’t use this, you're 
wrong—” 

“Wild cat,” he laughed, his dark eyes 
glinting. “I like taming the wild ones.” 
He came steadily toward me and | 
waited until he was within reach. Just 
as he grabbed for the wrench, I lifted it 
and brought it down on the side of his 
head with all my might. For just « 
second he wore a surprised sort of grin 


_ and then suddenly he crumpled to the 


floor. 
I drew in an angry, quivering breath 


| and then tossed the wrench aside. | 


glanced down at him, cautiously at firs 


_ and then startled. He was lying s0 stil 


and there was blood all down the side 
of his face and on the floor. Fearfully,! 


| stooped and lifted his hand and it fe 
| limply away from mine. His eyes wet 


half closed and his face had turned: 
grayish white. Suddenly I caught m 
breath on a stifled scream. He was deat’ 


I'd killed him! (Continued on Page © 
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hbed if lhe designers have taken a step back- 
ward and come up with the art of fine 


yeu dressmaking. The little bias cut, gores, 
; godets, wrap-arounds and free swing fly- 
rk eyes ing panels are important features of the 
ones” | fall line. Dior, Guy LaRoche, Jacques 


ait Heim, Cardin, Nina Ricci, Madam Gres, 
, je Lanvin, Balmain, Madeleine DeRauch 
ifted it | 2d others present exciting collections, a 
- of his ew of which are shown on these pages. 
just 2 Colors are most vivid, with the oranges 
of grin and yellows standing out in prominence. 
to the 24, of course, black, black, black. Suits 
are daringly feminine, skirts are a bit 
breath @ longer, and jackets vary in length. For 
side. 1 *Yening wear, there are luxurious bro- 
at firs “des, satins and new fabrics to excite 
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Tailored great coat in fine white wool 
has small rounded collar. Matching 
dress has smart self bow tie trimming. 


By DeRauch. 


Silk cocktail suit is embroidered in 

multi-colored flowers, has an Oriental 

touch, and a soft “eased” look jacket. 
By Ferreras. 


Very chic evening gown of black silk 

net by Cardin has intriguing gradu- 

ated gold balls woven on net. Under- 
skirt is black taffeta. 


Black and white tweed dress has de- 

tailed pointed front, and sophisticated 

neckline that ends in flowing back 
panel. By Cardin. 
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how LOUISIANA YAM, although re- 


lated to the sweet potato, is distinc- 


ve in itself. The color is a rich, deep 
ange, almost a copper hue, which in- 
icates the predominance of vitamin A. 
Moist and stringless, it is easy to digest, 
id the flavor is mellow, sweet and ex- 
‘lent. Yams can be prepared in many 
vays. They are popular in breads, muf- 
biscuits and desserts. They’re ver- 


satile teammates with meats, poultry and 
other vegetables. Fresh yams are best 
used for boiling and in various casse- 
roles or candied dishes. Cured stored 
yams are particularly good for baking 


Yams Imperial 


Served with the traditional ham, 
Louisiana Yams Imperial are an 
attractive and tasty variation of an 
old favorite. Small individual yam 
shapes are topped with a cherry 
and two wedges of pineapple. 


and deep frying, as well as for boiled 
dishes. Combined with marshmallows. 
yams are the basis of a variety of elegan! 
dishes. All of these recipes can be found 
on Page 74. 


“Jam Yams” 


“Jam Yams”—yams glazed in a quick, easy 0 
—are sweeping the country. They're simply Low 
isiana yams flavored with a variety of your fav 
ite jams and jellies, such as orange 

grape jelly, pineapple preserves and apple jell. 





boiled 


allows. 


Spiced Yams and 
Marshmallows 


Miniature recipe-sized marshmal- 
lows and fast cooking Louisiana 
yams have long been a favorite 
taste combination. Ginger, nutmeg 
and cinnamon add subtle flavor to 
this fluffy and tempting casserole. 


FOR “YUL 


Yam Nuggets 


A traditional meal with a new look features 
Louisiana Yam Nuggets and roast turkey gar- 
nished with orange slices, maraschino cherries, 
parsley and spiced crab apples. Something differ- 
ent is the dish of apple jelly tc serve with the 
turkey. A really gourmet touch that turns a 
yam into an occasion, the nuggets are fluffy with 
egg white, flavored with walnuts, and topped 
with meringue. 





Marshmallow-Pecan Yams 


Glowing Louisiana yams make a 
delectable dish for festive or ordi- 
nary meal. Served with a sauce of 
miniature marshmallows and pe- 
cans, this easy to prepare recipe 
offers quite an unusual taste treat. 
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HEN EVERYTHING ELSE is bright 

and sparkling for the holidays, your 
diamonds, too, deserve special care. Dia- 
monds worn constantly collect a dull film 
caused by lotions, powders, soaps and natural 
skin oils. A clean diamond looks larger, and 
allows the maximum of light to enter and re- 
turn in a fiery blaze. 

There are several diamond “facial” 
tines: soap bubble bath, cold-water soak, or 
prepared jewelry cleaner. An eyebrow brush 
is used to loosen particles of dirt and grease 
The soap 


rou- 


inside settings and mountings. 
bubble bath method requires a few soapflakes 
in two cups of hot water to which you've 
added a tablespoon of household ammonia. 
Soak jewelry for a few minutes. then gently 


HOLIDAY JEWELRY 


brush. Be sure to clean under and over the 
diamond, and between the crevices in the 
mounting. Finally, add a tablespoonful of 
ammonia to a cup of hot water, dip the 
jewelry in the solution and drain on tissue 
paper. For the cold-water soak, place ring, or 
other jewelry, in a half and half solution of 
cold water and household ammonia for half 
an hour. Then, lift out ring and brush the 
mounting gently with an eyebrow brush. 
Swish in the solution once more, and drain 
on tissue paper. In using prepared jewelry 
cleaner, follow instructions on label. For pro- 
tection, store jewelry in a soft jewel case. 
Fabric linings prevent metal from tarnishing 
and protect gems. When traveling wrap jew- 
elry in tissue paper, to prevent scratching. 





Who makes it this easy 
to shop for a new appliance? 


Brand Name appliance manufacturers! Each 
year, these reliable firms use many types of 
media (magazine advertising is just one 
example) to keep you informed of the latest 
improvements in television sets, transistor 
radios, washers, dryers and other appliances. 

Why? Because Brand Name appliance 
manufacturers have a basic conviction about 
their products. They believe in them. And 
they prove it by advertising in magazines, 


newspapers, on radio and television, car 
cards and outdoor. In brief: they give you 
all the facts to make it easier for you to 
choose a new appliance. 

Count on Brand Name companies. They're 
leaders—in new products—new ideas—and 
quality (of course). They're the authorities 
on style and fashion. Be sure to look 
closely at the ads in this magazine. You'll 
see what we mean. 
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Child Care: 


Don’t Think For Him 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


FTEN WHEN PARENTS come to 

me about their children and the 
problems that they are having with 
motivating them to study and to read, 
the idea occurs to me that these parents 
would not have had this problem, if they 
had started letting the child use his mind 
when he was an infant. We cannot make 
all of the decisions and do all of the 


thinking for our children, and then at | 


the eight or nine-year age level expect 
them to have a well developed curiosity 
and sense of inquiry. Miracles such as 
this do not generally occur. 

We know that one interest leads to 
mother, and that as children grow and 
develop their interests change. We can- 
not as the old saying goes make a horse 
drink by leading him to water. We can 
stimulate, at least, a desire for water, if 
after leading him to it, he sees us enjoy- 
ing a refreshing sip. Mothers and fa- 
thers can help a child and stimulate him, 
without becoming so interested that they 
kill his interest. A puzzle is no fun to 
work, if your mother or dad is going to 
fill in all the pieces. We can share our 
interests with our children without tak- 
ing them over. By the same token, we 
do well as parents to follow the child’s 
own lead, showing enough interest to let 
him know that we are with him, but not 
enough to make him feel smothered, or 
that the hobby or interest is not his own. 
If the child sees his parents reading, not 
just newspapers and magazines, but 
books too; if he hears discussion about 
the vital issues of the day, and what 
sich-and-such an authority said on the 
subject. If good music is enjoyed, not 
elf-consciously, but for the love of the 
music, this will filter down to the child, 
who may indeed react to the “Twist,” 
but who will not feel out of place listen- 
ing to a delicate concerto. 

Motivation comes from within the 
child; he must be made to “want to 
think,” to “want to read” to “want to 
play the piano” or to get good grades 
in school. The “wanting” is the key 
factor and this is the area in which par- 
ents have the responsibility to stimulate. 











You want her to grow up in a peaceful world. 
Bonds are one way to help make sure. 


You Save More 
than Money with 


U.S. Savings Bonds 


You can save automatically with the Payroll Savings 
Plan « You now get 334% interest at maturity « You 
invest without risk under U.S. Government guarantee « 
Your money will never be lost or destroyed « You can 
get your money, with interest, any time you want it « 
You can buy Bonds where you work or bank « And 
remember, you save more than money. 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. 
The Treasury Department thanks The Advertising Council . 4 
and this magazine for their patriotic donation. <a 
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Longer hair may now be yours 
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* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 4 
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* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! om 

* Helps protect hair from moisture, ne 
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‘ “Thank goodness waved! 
for New RAVEEN! Go tovetin hare 
» It makes my hair 
look longer, 
more beautiful and 
more glamorous!” 


Says HELEN WILLIAMS, 
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Look for Raveen at your favorite eet 
drug store or cosmetic counter bight’ 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN Wo 
—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara we dr 







tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN ~ws sera 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage) to: 
SUPREME PRODUCTS CO., 1808 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 146, Illinois. We'll 
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ship your New RAVEEN to you at once, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. She ‘ 
Attention Dealers_— your wholesaler has not yet stocked With bt 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in smell 
at once. “ 
01 
Money Back Guarantee — you must be completely - 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jor of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 5 pect 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought Just in 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. “No 
SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. - 1808 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, Ii. “We 
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Young, Married And Miserable 


(Continued from Page 21) 


, pretending to 


know,” he said _airily, 
straighten the tie he wasn’t wearing. 

“Dope.” I said, kissing him quickly. 

He was quiet for a moment. “Of 
course.” he said finally, “I had to listen to 
alot of jazz from old man Jackson about 
how young people rush into things these 
days and don’t know what they’re doing, 
and how silly it was for us to get married 
and me not having a job or a place for us 
to lay our heads. Boy, people never quit 
riding you. Even when they do you a 
favor, they’re always riding you.” 

“Never mind,” I said. “Our problems 
are solved and that’s that.” 

“Sure,” Jeff said, smiling again. “And 
you know what, this calls for a celebra- 
tion. We’re going out and buy ourselves 
areal meal. I’m tired of eating sand- 
wiches.” 

“Oh, Jeff, do you mean it?” I cried 
happily. Staying in the motel all day 
while he was away was beginning to get 
me down. And now that my stomach was 
settled, I had a real appetite. 

We got in the car and drove to a fancy- 
looking drive-in that had caught our eye a 
couple of days before. We decided not to 
eat in the car, and instead went inside 
and ordered steaks and French fries and 
Cokes and before we got out of there we 
had spent five dollars. 

But it wasn’t until we got back into the 
car that we realized we were really in 
trouble. 

“The guy wants fifty bucks a month, in 
advance, for this garage apartment,” Jeff 
said. “Gosh, Cindy, that leaves us only 
five dollars.” 

“Oh, honey, we shouldn’t have wasted 
money eating like this. We should have 
gone straight to the place, bought some 
groceries and cooked dinner. It would 
have been a lot cheaper.” 

“Now is a fine time to think about that,” 
Jeff retorted irritably. “We'd better get 
back over to the motel and check out be- 
More six o’clock or there'll be another 
Right’s rent to pay.” 

Worry was gnawing at me again when 
We drove up to the Barnes’ house. By the 
we paid them a month’s rent in ad- 
ince, we would hardly have five dollars 
But the moment Mrs. Barnes opened 
their front door, I began to feel better. 
She was a little butterball of a woman 
With mixed grey hair, a wide smile and the 
smell of fresh oven cookies about her. 

“Come right in, children. We've been 
expecting you,” she said gaily. “You're 
Just in time for dinner.” 

“No, thank you,” I said. “We ate early.” 

“Well,” she said, wiping her hands on 


her apron, “there'll be some homemade 
chocolate chip cookies ready in a few 
minutes. They'll be nice with a big glass 
of milk.” 

“That’s very sweet of you,” I said. 

Mr. Barnes had gotten up from the 
dining room table and walked into the 
living room to greet us. We got through 
the introductions and let them finish 
dinner before Mr. Barnes took us out to 
see the apartment garage while his wife 
cleared the table and took the cookies 
from the oven. 

The apartment was rather small but 
nicely decorated with matching print 
drapes and bedspread. There wasn’t 
much of a living room—just a little alcove, 
and the kitchen was the smallest I had 
ever seen. The bathroom was a tight 
squeeze, too. But it was all so quaint, and 
looked ever so much more like home than 
that dreary motel room had. 

“Martha did most of the fixing up 
around here,” Mr. Barnes explained. “She 
said that, as small as the place is, it sure 
wasn't going to look like anything if it 
wasn’t done up right.” 

“Tt looks fine, just fine,” I said. 

“Sure,” Jeff added. “Over where I used 
to live you sleep six kids and their folks 
in a place this size.” 

Jeff had said it half-jokingly, but I heard 
and understood the hard ring of truth 
and resentment muffled in his voice. It 
was funny how you really got to know a 
person the longer you were around them. 
When I first met Jeff that spring in the 
malt shop near school, he had seemed like 
just a wild kid. Girls were attracted to 
him because he was among the older boys 
who hung out there. Then, when we began 
to see more of each other, I realized he 
was really more gentle at times than most 
of the boys, and at other times he was 
harder, more cruel, like he was lashing 
out, trying to hurt something or somebody 
I couldn’t see. 

Now, I knew some of the things that 
made Jeff the way he was: a father who 
had seen Jeff as only something to be 
yelled at or just another mouth to be fed, 
and who had died suddenly without leaving 
any insurance or savings for the family to 
get along; a mother who drank too much 
too often. 

“This ought to be real enjoyment since 
there’s just the two of you,” Mr. Barnes 
was saying in answer to Jeff’s last remark. 

Just two of us, I thought, and baby will 
make three. 

“Well, I guess we’d better take it,” Jeff 
told Mr. Barnes, and started counting out 
the fifty dollars to him. 

“Mrs. Barnes will supply you with linen 
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Who makes it 
this easy 

to shop for 

a new appliance? 


Brand Name appliance manufac- 
turers! Each year, these reliable 
firms use many types of media 
(magazine advertising is just one 
example) to keep you informed of 
the latest improvements in tele- 
vision sets, transistor radios, washers, 
dryers and other appliances. 

Why? Because Brand Name ap- 
pliance manufacturers have a basic 
conviction about their products. 
They believe in them. And they 
prove it by advertising in maga- 
zines, newspapers, on radio and 
television, car cards and outdoor. 
In brief: they give you all the facts 
to make it easier for you to choose 
a new appliance. 

Count on Brand Name compan- 
ies. They're leaders—in new prod- 
ucts—new ideas—and quality (of 
course). They're the authorities on 
style and fashion. Be sure to look 
closely at the ads in this magazine. 
You'll see what we mean. 


LOOK FOR 


CONFIDENCE 
wewern oF 


SATISFACTION 





BUY LEADERSHIP BRANDS 
Brand Names Foundation, Inc. 
437 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N.Y. 





and there are some pots and pans stored 
in the stove, but you'll need your own 
towels.” Mr. Barnes said. 

“We'll manage,” I replied brightly. 

Then we went back down to Mrs. Barnes 
and her milk and cookies. I felt good there 
with them. Jeff and I had a home, and 
Mrs. Barnes was the kind of woman I wish 
my mother had been like. 

But later that night, when Jeff and I 
were alone in bed. the worries came back. 

“T’ll need money for gas to drive to work 
on,” Jeff said, “and you need some things 
for the kitchen.” 

“Yes, I know,” I said helplessly. 

“I'll have to get some money somewhere 
tomorrow.” he said. Then he turned his 
back to me and went to sleep. It was the 
fourth night of our marriage and the first 
time that we had not gone to sleep in each 
other’s arms. 

He’s a young husband with worries and 
responsibilities and that’s how marriage is, 
I told myself. But all the same, I was a 
little hurt. 

Before we were married, Jeff could never 
get enough of kissing me, never wanted to 
take me home. Now, in just four days he 
could turn over without touching me. 
Marriage was indeed a strange thing. 


EFF LEFT BEFORE I awoke the next 
“ morning. but was back by the time I 
was up and dressed. “I sold the spare 
tire.” he said quickly, reaching into his 
pocket and handing me some money. 
“Here’s ten dollars to buy groceries with. 
I need the rest for gas. Be sure to get 
something to fix for my lunches. There’s 
a store down on the corner.” 

“Oh. Jeff. what if you have a flat? 
You'll need that spare.” 

“And I may not have a flat, but we’re 
sure going to get hungry.” he said good- 
naturedly. “Here, I’ve got to run or I'll 
be late for work.” 

He gave me a quick kiss and was gone. 
all brisk and businesslike. I thought 
proudly of his sacrifice of the spare tire. 

That week we ate mostly corn flakes 
and weiners and beans. But the next week. 
after Jeff had drawn his pay. things were 
a little better. Then, after a while, money 
didn’t seem to be such a problem. Some- 
times I spent a little too much at the 
grocery store because I liked to splurge 
on fancy things to cook for Jeff—and 
sometimes I made a mess of the whole 
meal. But I kept trying and Jeff didn’t 
seem to mind. 

“You know what we need around here?” 
he said one night after dinner. 

“Well. there’s a little more of me 
around here.” I said lightly. slipping into 
his lap and motioning to the ever-so-slight 
bulge at my waist where my pregnancy 
was barely beginning to show. 

“We need that like we need a hole in the 
head.” Jeff said quickly. “What I was 
thinking about was a TV set.” 

“Oh, that would be nice,” I said. “But 
they cost a lot of money.” 





“Sure,” he replied. “Everything coy 
a lot of money. But nothing costs a lot ¢ 
money down.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 





“Credit.” Jeff answered. “You can byt 


anything on credit. Five dollars down an 
five dollars a month for the rest of yoy 
life. The whole world runs that way, don} 
you know?” 

“Honey. do you really think we could?” 
I asked excitedly. 

“We can sure try,” he said. 

“Maybe we could find a used one anj 
save a lot of money,” I suggested. 


“Look,” Jeff answered, “when you by! 


second-hand, you’re buying  somebod; 
else’s problems. Look at the car. If | 
didn’t know something about fixing it, | 
couldn’t afford to run it. No siree, if y 
buy something it’s going to be new.” 

And he did. The next night he cam 
struggling up the stairs with the shinieg, 
slickest portable television set I had eve 
seen. I was so excited I ran right dow 
and got Mrs. Barnes to come up and see ijt 

“My. that is nice,” Mrs. Barnes said 
“You young people need something t) 
keep you entertained.” 

Then she invited us to come down and 
have dinner with her and Mr. Barnes but 
I told her I had already cooked som 
lamb chops and potatoes and made a salad 

Jeff and I stuffed ourselves good ani 
then we went out and bought some hand- 
packed ice cream and brought it back 
home and got in bed and watched tele 
vision until after midnight. 

The week after that, we went to a cloth: 
ing store and opened up a charge accoun! 
and Jeff bought a winter suit while I go 
three pairs of shoes and a winter coat 
It all came to more than a hundred dollars 
but all Jeff had to pay was fifteen dollar 
down. 

Two weeks later, the automatic trans 
mission went out on Jeff’s car. 

“The whole wreck is caving in,” le 
fumed. “The brake seals are leaking ani 
the motor is darned near shot. We'll be 
better off trading it in on a new one.” 

“But Jeff, we can’t afford a new car,”! 
protested. 

“Maybe not a brand new one,” he re 
plied. “but we certainly need a better ont 
than we’ve got.” 

I couldn’t argue that, and three days 
later Jeff was home with a shiny blue 
four-door hardtop. 

“Jeff! It must have cost a fortune!” | 
squealed with delight. 

“Eight hundred bucks is all,” he said. 
“plus the old jalopy as a down payment 
Boy. did I put one over on that car sales 
man. I was barely able to get ours dow 
to the lot. but I had plugged up thing 
pretty well so they couldn’t really tell right 
away how bad a shape it was in.” 










“Let’s go for a ride right this minute,”! 
cried. “Dinner isn’t ready anyway. I we 
cooking something special, but it burned 
So I’ve got to start all over.” 

Jeff laughed and grabbed my ponytail 
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yith one hand and pulled me around to 
the side of the car and opened the door. 


The new car rode ever so much better 
than the old one. It was a lot quieter and 
smoother. 

“You'll have to teach me to drive it.” I 
told Jeff. 

“Well. if you play your cards right.” he 


answered. giving me a sly grin. 

We were zipping along a winding road 
around a steep hill, and suddenly I began 
to feel a little dizzy. 

“Slow down a little, said after 


Jeff.” 


a while. 


“I'm only doing fifty. That’s not fast 
Jeff protested. 

“I know. but all of a sudden I don’t feel 
too well,” I said. 

Even as I talked, I was beginning to feel 
worse. My head was hurting and 
my stomach was beginning to feel upset. 

“|—I think we’d better hurry home.” | 
told Jeff. 

Jeff drove back to the apartment as fast 
as he could and helped me up the stairs. 
By that time my forehead had broken out 


now 


in a cold sweat. 
‘Tl go and get Mrs. Barnes.” 
and hurried out. 
They were back very quickly. 
“What on earth’s the matter, 
Mrs. Barnes asked. 
“T-don’t know,” 
sudden felt sick.” 
“It’s probably 
bluntly. 
“The baby? 
baby?” Mrs. Barnes 
“I—I think so.” 


“We know so,” 


he said 


child?” 


I said. “I just all of a 


the baby.” Jeff said 


You're going to have a 
asked 
I said hesitantly. 
Jeff corrected. 

“Well, goodness sakes. When have you 
been to a doctor?” Mrs. Barnes asked. 
Jeff looked at me questioningly. 

“Well, I I haven't 
mitted finally. 


surprise. 


guess been.” I ad- 


“Then you'll go right now.” Mrs. Barnes 
ordered. “You shouldn’t take foolish 
chances. Do you know how far you are 
along?” 

This time I looked at Jeff. I would just 
die for Mrs. Barnes to know the truth. 
“Not long.” I lied quickly. The best I 


could tell her was six weeks, and that 
wouldn't have been giving us any leeway 
at all. The truth was, it was closer to four 
months. Luckily. I still 
enough for anybody to notice. 

“Dr. Collins has an office over on Locust 
Street at the corner of Thirteenth.” Mrs. 
Barnes told Jeff. “Take her He’ll 
find out what’s wrong in a hurry.” 

When we got to the doctor’s office, he 


wasn't showing 


there. 


asked a lot of questions and then probed 
and grunted and asked some more ques- 
tions. Then he weighed me and gave me 
some pills and wrote out two prescriptions 
for more medicine and gave them to me. 

“The pills should make you feel better 
and the other medicines will keep you 
straightened out,” he said. “If you don’t 
feel better later tonight, call me. If every- 
thing does go all right, take all of the 


medicine according to directions and come 
back in two weeks.” 

We thanked Dr. Collins, paid him twelve 
dollars and left. 

Mrs. Barnes stayed with me that night 
until I did feel better. I was so ashamed, 
realizing how deceitful I was, 
what she would think of me 
the truth. 

I went back to Dr. 
and he checked me over again and said I 
to just watch my weight, 


and fearing 
if she knew 


Collins in two weeks 


was doing fine. 
be careful and come in to see him once a 
month. This time I only had to pay him 


ten dollars. 


HE NEXT DAY. Jeff came home at 
noon, red under the collar and fire in 
his eyes. Almost instantly I got a funny 


feeling in the pit of my stomach that some- 
thing had gone wrong. 
“What's the matter. 
quickly, unable to withhold my 
even a “Why 


Jeff?” I asked 
fear for 
moment. are you home so 
early?” 

“That fathead Jackson!” he exploded. 
“Some people think that just because you 
work for them you have to take anything. 
Well, I’m sick and tired of him nosing into 
my business, that’s all. [I’m just sick and 
tired of it.” 

“What did Mr. Jackson do?’ 
“What happened?” 

“T’ve had to take a lot of jazz ever since 
I started working for him.” Jeff said bit- 
terly. “All that harping about how foolish 
it was for young people to get married so 
early and stuff like that. Then he 
to think I should kiss his hand 
cause he gave me a job. Today it was the 
new car. He must have been waiting for 
days to say something about it. Getting 
fancy and living high off the hog, he called 


I asked. 


seemed 
just be- 


it. Well. I really let him have it. I told 
him off, but good.” 
“T should think so.” I agreed. “What 


business is it of his what we do with our 
money? You earned 

“Well. it sure isn’t his business any- 
Jeff said. “I told him to take his 
job and eat it.” 

Jeff fussed on for a good hour, 
guess I agreed with just about everything 
he said. It wasn’t until later that night, 
when Jeff mentioned that it was rent day, 
that I began to realize what his being out 
of a job could mean. Oh, well, I thought 
quickly, hell find another job tomorrow. 


more.” 


and I 


UT JEFF DIDN’T find another 


the next day or the next week. He was 
sulky and irritable after a 


job 


starting to get 
while, and it made me so nervous that I 
burned dinner two nights in a row. 


“You Jeff 


scolded me the second time it happened. 


ought to be more careful.’ 
“That’s good food you’re wasting and 
costs money.” 

“T know that, Jeff Towsend.” 
quickly. “But you ought to be more care- 
ful, too. If you hadn’t quit your job, we 
wouldn’t be so worried about money.” 


I countered 
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“With God 


ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE!” 


Are you facing difficult problems? Poor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink ? Love or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness, Success and 
“Good Fortune’ in Life? If you have any of these 
Problems, or others like them, dear friend, then here 
is wonderful NEWS of a remarkable NEW r of 
PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious new 
happiness and joy! And it may bring a whole new 
world of happiness and joy to you —very quickly, too! 


FREE To All Who Need Help! 


Just clip this message NOW and mail with your name 
and address (even a postcard will do). We will rush 
this wonderful NEW MESSAG 

FAITH to you by Return Mail. 
a FREE copy of our magazine called FAITH which 
will show you exactly how to apply our wonderful 
NEW WAY of PRAYER in seeking God's Guidance 
and Help in meeting your Problems. You will bless 
this day, Dear Friend, so don’t delay! If you would 
like more Happiness, Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ in 
life please send us your name and address NOW! 


LIFE STUDY FELLOWSHIP 
Box F-5262 NOROTON, CONN. 
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CASH IN on the BIG SWING 


to Sporty Clothes with Made-to-Measure 


Color-Harmonized Sport Coats and Slacks! 
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OUTFIT! 
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der. Build fine permanent income in 
spare or full time. Start now when the 
LORING 0, Dept. 6-34 | big swing is on! No 

experience needed. 
! Everything simply 
explained. Mail 
coupon now for this 
big, valuable Outfit 
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500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

j I want to cash in on the big swing and make more | 


1oney. Rush details, Valuable Suit Coupon and 
| Sample Kit with actual fabrics absolutely free. 
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Sport Coats, 
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Without 1c Cost! 
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for you to get your own 
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Play Right Away! 


ANY INSTRUMENT 


Now it’s EASY to pagel hegut? INSTRUMENT—even if 
you don’t know a single n w. No boring exercises. 


You start playing delightful “little pieces RIGHT AWAY— 
from very first lesson! Properly—by note. Simple as A-B-C. 

You make amazing progress—at home, in spare time, with- 
out teacher. Only few cents per lesson. 1,000,000 students 
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“Well for Pete’s sake,” Jeff stormed, 
“you didn’t want me to take all that jay’ 
from old man Jackson. You said yourself, 
that I did the right thing by telling hin 
off.” 

“Sure,” I said. “But you could have told 
him in a nice way that he should mind his 
own business. You didn’t have to blow 
your top so that he got mad too and ruined 
everything.” 

Even while I was talking I knew that 
Jeff was right; I had taken sides with him 
when it happened. But I didn’t like him 
criticizing me for wasting money, so I had 
to defend myself some way. 

“Well, it’s done now,” Jeff was saying, 
“and it’s sure no use crying.” 

“[’m not crying!” I snapped. “You're 
the one who brought up the money.” 

I guess we argued on like that for nearly 
an hour, and our bickering didn’t make 
the beans and franks we ate as a substitute 
for the chicken I burned taste any better, 

Two days later, Jeff got another job 
and the world turned bright again. We 
paid a couple of overdue bills out of his 
first paycheck and I splurged at the super. 
market. 

“Gosh, Cindy, do we have to eat so 
fancy?” Jeff said when I sat a dish of 
lobster thermidor before him. His words 
just made me burn. 

“Not if you’re going to bellyache about 
it!” I snapped at him. “I spend a lot of 
time clipping recipes out of magazines and 
newspapers, trying to be a good wife, but 
if you don’t appreciate it, Jeff Townsend, 
you can just go—you can just go—” 

I was crying before I knew it and Jef 
jumped up and threw his arms around me 
and apologized and he was as nice as pie 
the rest of the evening. Everything is 
going to be all right, I told myself. We've 
had our arguments and it’s all over. 
Everything’s going to be fine now. 

The next day I celebrated the successful 
passing of what I considered to be the first 
crisis in our marriage by going out and 
buying three maternity dresses. I really 
needed the dresses. And I didn’t burn ar 
other thing for a whole month. 

By then, I was really showing and I had 
to get around kind of slow. I was als 
feeling bored a lot, and just a little scared. 
I talked to Mrs. Barnes whenever I could 

she was so nice—but then I would get 
embarrassed for fear she would suspect 
how long I had been pregnant. 

I hadn’t seen my parents since the day 
I left home. I knew that Ellie Smith had 
told them that Jeff and I got married and 
that I was okay. So I hadn’t had to get it 
touch with them at all. Still, it did seem 
like it would be nice to see my mother 
again. 

I fretted over the idea for about a week 
and then I decided I would go see her. ! 

put on my nicest dress and combed mi 
hair with a part in the middle just th 
way she always liked it—and the way | 


hated it—and caught a bus over to tht 
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house. It was the biggest mistake I could 
have made. 

I walked into the living room and my 
mother took one look at me standing there 
bulging out a mile wide and started crying 
all over the place. just like she had done 
when I told her I was pregnant. Between 
tears she talked about how hard it was to 
bear up under the disgrace and all, and 
I told myself this was where I came in 
and turned around and walked right back 
out of there. 

All in all, I figured when I got back on 
the bus, I had acted pretty gracefully. I 
mean, I hadn’t gone all to pieces and 
started crying and letting Mama know how 
I really felt. Still, I was pretty shook by 
that five-minute visit. I looked down at 
my pretty new maternity dress and thought 
about how much trouble I had gone to in 
order to look especially nice, and how it 
was all a waste. 

Pretty soon I got to feeling real low and 
thinking it would be nice if Jeff were with 
me right then to cheer me up. I guess 
that’s how I decided to do something I was 
soon going to regret. I remembered Jeff 
telling me that the new construction job 
he was working on was located in the 1500 
block of South Locust Street, and the bus 
I was riding would cross Locust at 900 
south. It would be a simple matter to get 
off and walk the six blocks to see Jeff. 
Besides, the doctor had told me I needed 
exercise, so the walk would do me good. 

When I left the bus and started up the 
street, I passed a supermarket and noticed 
they were having a special sale on turkeys, 


and I realized for the first time that 
Thanksgiving was only a week away. 
How fast time goes, I thought. Soon 


Christmas would be here. and after that, 
early in January, the baby. It was funny 
how Jeff and I never talked much about 
the baby. It was almost as if it were some- 
thing not to be mentioned in the house, 
except when absolutely necessary. Jeff had 
never even said whether he wanted a boy 
or a girl. As for me, I guess I always 
thought in terms of the baby being a girl, 
like all my dolls had been when I was a 
child. Well, I wasn’t a child any longer, 
and I wondered how it would feel to be 
away from my mother and father on 
Christmas for the first time. 

My thoughts of Christmas faded as I 
noticed the construction project going up 
about two blocks away. I quickened my 
step, wondering if Jeff would be difficult 
to find once I got there. 

There seemed to have been more than a 
dozen men working around the frame of 
a building, and I spotted Jeff in just a few 
moments. When I called out to him, it 
seemed that half the men stopped working 
to look my way. 

Jeff came over quickly, surprised lines 
in his face. 

“I was lonesome and just felt like I had 
to see you,” I told him as I explained 
about my quick visit with my mother. 

“Some people just don’t seem to be 


able to mumbled 
bitterly. 

About that time one of the construction 
workers gave a wolf whistle and another 
went, “Yaa-hoo!” and they looked at Jeff 
and grinned. Jeff's face began to turn red 
and I could tell he didn’t like the kidding. 

“You'd better go on home, Cindy,” he 
told me. “I'll be along as soon as I get off 
work.” 

“Couldn’t you leave for a few minutes 
I asked him. “Maybe we could 
have a milk shake together or something.” 

“No, I can’t,” Jeff answered impatiently. 
“We just finished knocking off for lunch 
a little while ago. Now go on home and 
I'll see you later.” 


forget anything,” he 


now?” 


My heavy body grew tired as I trudged 
the six blocks back to the bus stop. Jeff 
was clearly unhappy about my coming to 
his job—maybe because the men had 
started teasing him—and I felt worse than 
I had when I first left Mama. 

The rest of the day seemed to drag until 
it was time for Jeff to come home—then it 
dragged worse than ever. He didn’t show 
at six o’clock, his regular time, or seven or 
eight or nine. 

I had worried myself nearly sick when, 
at about a quarter of ten, Jeff walked in. 
That look I had seen a few times before 
was on his face now. And worse than that. 
there was alcohol on his breath. 

“Jeff! Where in the have you 
been? Do you know what time it is? Why 
didn’t you call me? I thought maybe you 
had an accident or something. I was just 
about to go ask Mrs. Barnes if I should 
call the police and .. .” The words kept 
tumbling out, one right behind the other. 
And pretty soon I realized I was talking 
to keep from hearing Jeff's answers. That 
look of his that I had seen before always 
meant the same thing: he was out of a job 


world 


again. 

Finally I stopped babbling and looked 
him dead in the eye. “All right,” I said, 
“what happened this time?” 

“Oh, you wouldn’t know what happened, 
would you?” he answered, looking accus- 
ingly at me. “You don’t know what you 
started down there this afternoon, do you? 
All those guys razzing me about who was 
the chick I had gotten into trouble and 
making cracks. Especially that loudmouth 
Jim Newton. Well, I fixed his wagon. I 
punched him right in his eye and then I 
threatened to bust a two-by-four over his 
thick head, that’s what I did.” 

“But—didn’t know I 
wife?” I asked. 

“You weren't wearing any signs,” Jeff 
“Besides, that crude bunch of 


they was your 


snapped. 
jerks have got no respect. But they’ve got 
some now, I bet you.” 

“And you don’t have a job.” It was not 
a question. I was making a statement. 

“T don’t like wise guys!” Jeff exploded. 
“And I don’t have to take any crap off 
anybody.” 

“That’s the truth of the matter, isn’t it 
Jeff?” I shot back at him, feeling the fire 


> 


in my eyes. “You don’t want to take any- 
thing off anybody, do you? Not old man 
Anderson or the men down on the job or 
the foreman or anybody. You have to be 
so touchy!” 

“Well, a fine wife you are!” Jeff 
snapped. “I'd think you’d take sides with 
me. What do you want me to do, let peo- 
ple walk all over me?” 

I turned and stalked out of the kitchen 
and into the bedroom, throwing myself 
across the bed and sobbing. I guess I 
didn’t really know what I was crying about 
then, except because Jeff and I had been 
arguing senselessly. But in the weeks to 
come, I would know why. 


HANKSGIVING WAS a dismal day, 

despite Mrs. Barnes inviting us into the 
house for dinner with them. She and her 
husband seemed to enjoy having us. It 
made it seem like they had a great big 
family, they said. It made Jeff and me feel 
like we had some real family too, but it 
wasn’t like it should have been. I guess 
in the back of our minds we were thinking 
about us as a family and our own 
problems. 

Then right after Thanksgiving, when all 
the stores started putting up their decora- 
tions and everyone began thinking of the 
Christmas season, Jeff and I sat facing our 
mounting stack of bills. We had managed 
to pay the December rent out of what 
money we had on hand because we were 
embarrassed to let Mr. and Mrs. Barnes 
know how tough things were with us. “No 
point in having them start criticizing us, 
too, about how we handle our affairs,” Jeff 
said. But then there were the bills from 
the department store and the car note and 
the TV payments all due. And, we still 
had to eat and buy gas for the car so Jeff 
could look for a job. 

But there wasn’t much in the way of a 
job. “The weather’s getting too bad for 
much construction work, and every me- 
chanic’s job in town is filled,” Jeff com- 
plained. “That’s all I know.” 

“But this is Christmas,” I argued. “All 
the stores must be hiring lots of sales 
people.” 

“Sure,” he said. “All the local college 
kids and housewives and people out 
making extra dough. What chance have I 
got in one of those places, and with no 
recommendations from my last two jobs?” 

“That’s your own fault!” I snapped. 

“Look, don’t start riding me—” 

“Well, what do you expect?” I said, the 
tears welling up in my eyes. “It’s Christ- 
mas and everybody is buying presents and 
singing carols and all we’ve got is bills 
we can’t pay and not enough to eat and 
there’s the doctor and hospital for the 
baby next month—” I couldn’t keep from 
crying as J talked. 

That argument ended with Jeff storming 
out of the house and driving off in the car. 
The fights we had after that all ended 
much the same way, with one or the other 
of us walking out. Meanwhile, the dun- 
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ning letters about our bills got more and 
more threatening in tone, and the food got 
and in the kitchen. If Jeff 
hadn’t managed to do a little part-time 
work selling Christmas trees, I guess we 
would have starved. 

Christmas Eve dawned as the darkest 
day of my life. It was cold and blustery 
and the sun did not shine. I awoke feeling 


lower lower 


heavily-laden and vaguely stiff. Even 
worse, I dreaded facing the world. I 


looked over at Jeff. whose lips quivered 
ever so slightly as he slept, and I knew 
from my own frequent awakening in bed 
that he had spent a restless night. 

I got out of bed. washed up and trudged 
into the kitchen and put on coffee. Then I 
opened the refrigerator and relieved it of 
two of its last possessions: an egg and 
four slices of bologna. It sure wasn’t 
going to be a big breakfast. 

[ warmed the meat in a skillet, scram- 
bled the egg behind it, then went in and 
woke up Jeff. 

He was a bundle of joy. 

“Is this it?” he mumbled as he shuffled 
n from the bathroom and slumped down 
at the kitchen table. 

I didn’t answer him as I sat down and 
sipped my coffee. 

“Here.” he said, shoving the plate with 
the egg and two slices of the bologna, 
which I had set for him, in front of me. 
‘You need this for the baby.” It was the 
first time either of us had mentioned the 
baby in two weeks. 

“What are we going to do, Jeff?” I 
isked bluntly, ignoring the food. There’s 
hardly another meal in the house and the 
last letter from the appliance store said 
they were sending a man out to pick up 
the TV set if we don’t make a payment in 
three days and—” 

“There’s only one lousy payment over- 
due on the TV.” Jeff interrupted. 

“I know,” I answered, “but that’s what 
the letter said and then—then there’s the 
ther I—I mean the baby and 
ill—” I said it half apologetically. I al- 
ways had to apologize for the baby! 

[ didn’t mean to start crying, I really 
didn’t. But it was Christmas and we didn’t 
even have food, let alone a tree and pres- 
and all. Everybody wishing 
else a Merry Christmas and 
singing carols and laughing, and here we 
were, like prisoners in our small apart- 
ment. We couldn’t even buy a gift for Mr. 
ind Mrs. Barnes, and that hurt most of 
ill. Especially since Mrs. Barnes had kept 


things. 


ents was 


everybody 


asking me when were we going to get our 
tree. And then. when she realized we were 
pretty broke, she kept asking me to help 
with her own preparations, making cookies 
and trimming their tree and stuff like that. 
30 | would feel we were sharing Christmas 
with them, I supposed. But I still felt just 
iw ful. 

[ was still crying when Jeff walked out 
the door. He hadn’t touched his breakfast 





and he didn’t say a word when he left. 

After a while [ got up from the table 
and wandered into the bedroom and col- 
lapsed in bed. having the strength to do 
nothing else. I lay there as the hours 
dragged by. slowly remembering the en- 
tire pattern of life together. We 
hadn’t hurt anybody. why was life so tough 
on us? 

But as I thought about it, I had to admit 
that Jeff and I had made our share of 
mistakes. The very first one came when 
we hadn’t been able to control our emo- 
tions and gave in to physical desire. And 
there were others after that: spending our 
money unwisely. Jeff's blowing up jobs at 
the slightest provocation. That chip on his 


our 





SEQUENCE 


Days bright, 

Sun hot, 

Skies blue. 
Clouds white. 
Grass green, 
Daisies yellow. 
Brook clean, 
Laughter mellow. 


Sun fading, 
Moon creeping. 
Night falling. 
Stars peeping. 


Romance beckons. 
Hearts tender. 
Love quickens. 
Lips surrender. 


—lIsabelle McClellan Taylor 





shoulder; he'd always had that chip on his 
shoulder. If only people understood— 

But then. had I truly been understand- 
ing? I was his wife and I knew him 
better than anybody—the things he had 
gone through at home and all—TI under- 
stood, but had I been understanding? 
Hadn’t I always agreed with Jeff when he 
did something. but later blamed him if it 
backfired? Was that understanding? And 
now that we were in trouble pretty deep. 
had I really tried to help Jeff figure a 
way out, or built his confidence? Not 
really. I had only complained and nagged 
and demanded that he find the answers. 

Maybe it was just because it was Christ- 
mas, but maybe it was because I was really 
growing up for the first time, but all of a 
sudden I seemed to find mistake after mis- 
take that I had made, and I wished 
desperately that Jeff was there then for 
me to confess them and apologize and let 
him know how much I loved him. 

But he wasn’t there. And he didn’t come 





back all that afternoon. Mrs. Barnes came 
to the apartment three times to try to get 
me to come down and help with her Christ. 
mas decorations, but I pretended I didn’t 
feel well. “I guess it’s the baby,” I said, 
It was a half-truth. Actually, I didn’t feel 
very good physically, but I was also pretty 
torn up emotionally. Still, it seemed if Jef 
would only come home and I could tell 
him everything I had realized, I would fee| 
better. 

The day was so grey that the lights 
began to come on before dusk, and I sat 
in the window of our apartment, peering 
out over the low rooftops of the houses, 
hearing the bells ringing and the children 
playing, and seeing men and women dart. 
ing inside their homes with their last. 
minute bundles. 

I felt the dampness on my cheeks and 
neck and realized that I had been crying 
again for a long while; not sobbing un. 
controllably as I had done in the morning 
when Jeff left, but now the tears came 
slowly. voluntarily, without my thinking 
of them. This was grief coming out from 
deep inside. 

“Oh. Jeff, Jeff.” I whispered aloud there 
in the darkness. “Where are you? Please 
come home.” 

As the evening wore into night, I be. 
came afraid that Jeff had been in an 
accident. Surely there were always plenty 
of them on Christmas Eve with lots of 
traffic out, people scurrying about, and 
the weather so bad. But then, if he had 
been in an accident, wouldn’t someone let 
me know? He carried my name and our 
address on an identification card in his 
wallet. 

It was after midnight when a new fear 
struck: Jeff had not been hurt—he had 
left me. Didn’t it happen all the time? 
Didn’t people separate every day? How 
did they do it? Didn’t somebody just get 
up and walk out and never come back? 
Jeff had left me, and I had nowhere to 
turn but to Mrs. Barnes or my mother 
and the shame that would bring. 


SAW DAWN come up on Christmas 

morning just as I had seen the sun go 
down on Christmas Eve. I felt a new. 
strange chill in the apartment, and was 
faintly aware of a dull pain beginning a 
slow pounding somewhere in my back. 

[I was no longer really conscious of what 
my eyes saw outside my window: the gaily- 
colored trees in the windows of the houses 
where the lights were coming on early, or 
the first shrill voices of the children as 
they came bursting outside with their new 
bicycles and air rifles and dolls and rocket 
launchers. I sat with my soul dead in a 
live body, a body now slowly responding 
to the insistent pound of pain. 

The castle of my loneliness suddenly 
exploded with the shattering sound of 
someone’s footsteps on the stairway. | 
moved from my chair by the window to 
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open the door. I knew the footsteps were 
not Jeff's. 

It was Mrs. Barnes, who burst in with a 
frantic look and a newspaper clutched in 
her hand. 

“Cindy, child,” she cried, “have you 
heard about Jeff?” 

I was barely able to get the answer out 
of my throat. “No,” the weak voice finally 
came, and I knew that whatever it was, it 
was bad. 

“Look.” Mrs. Barnes said, spreading the 
newspaper out for me. “Just look at this.” 

The newspaper had a big headline, 
printed in red ink right across the top of 
the front page: Merry Christmas. But 
further down the page, in the bottom right- 
hand corner, was a picture of Jeff—hand- 
cufled to a policeman! Jeff had been 
caught holding up a grocery store! 

The story beside the picture was written 
as an ironic commentary on life; all about 
how in the midst of Christmas, when every- 
body was wishing peace on earth and good 
will toward men, here was a—a “young 
hoodlum” the story called Jeff—trying to 
hold up a poor old man who ran a corner 
grocery store. 

“Haven’t the police called you?” Mrs. 
Barnes asked me. 

“N-no,” I said, and then I read a little 
further and saw where Jeff had refused to 
give -police any information when they ar- 
rested him. He was caught leaving the 
store, the story said. 

“You'd better go to him, Cindy,” Mrs. 
Barnes told me. “I'll get Mr. Barnes to 
drive you down.” 

“Thank you,” I said dazedly. “I'd better 
get dressed.” 

I hardly knew what I was doing or say- 
ing as I got up and walked to the bedroom. 

Just as I reached the doorway, the pain 
came, hot and searing and undeniable. I 
screamed as I clutched the doorway. The 
pain stayed. 


“What’s the matter, child?” Mrs. 
Barnes asked, rushing to me. 
“The pain—” I cried, “the pain!” 


“The baby!” she said. “How long have 
you been in labor?” 

“T don’t know,” I whispered. 

Mrs. Barnes helped ease me onto the 
bed and then rushed to the closet to pull 
out some clothes for me. 

Minutes later, the pain struck hard 
again, and I couldn’t control the scream. 

I must have been half out of my mind 
after that. I only vaguely remember the 
tide to the hospital and all the nurses and 
Dr. Collins being there and finally the 
needle in my spine. Then I drifted far 
away to a silent world inhabited only by 
vague, grey and 
light. Only now and then did any sound 
enter the world, like a voice saying: “She 
doesn’t seem to be fighting.” And another 
later: “She seems to want to die.” And 
still another: “She’s all right physically, 
but she just isn’t pulling through.” 

Were the voices discussing me? I was 


shadows splotches of 


floating loosely somehow, seemingly drift- 


ing farther and farther away. But they 
couldn’t mean me. I had to live. I had to 


tell Jeff how wrong I had been when things 
were difficult. Oh, I had so much to tell 
Jeff. And he was in trouble; he needed 
me now. He really needed me. I had to 
help him. 

Finally, I wasn’t floating any more and 
the grey veil disappeared and there were 
bright lights and colors and people all 
sharply in focus. 

“You gave us quite a time there, young 
lady.” The voice was Dr. Collins’. “I ex- 
pected you to have a little trouble, but it 
shouldn’t have put you under like this.” 

I tried to smile at him, and somehow I 
found the strength to say: “I’m sorry.” 

“Feeling better now?” he asked. 

“T think so,” I said. 

“Would you like to see your son?” 

“Oh yes, yes!” I whispered. 

“All right,” Dr. Collins said. “I'll have 
a nurse bring him in. He’s three days old 
now. You were out for quite a spell.” 

Three whole days! It had seemed like 
only hours. 

“Oh, there’s some people here to see 
you first.” Dr. Collins was saying as he 
opened the door to my room. 

The first person to walk in was Jeff, 
followed by Mr. and Mrs. Barnes. 

I reached out my arms to Jeff and I 
guess he cried and I know I cried and 
maybe Mr. and Mrs. Barnes cried a little 
too. It was several minutes later before I 
understood what really happened. 

“T guess we have to thank Mr. and Mrs. 
Barnes for a lot,” Jeff said finally when 
we all calmed down. “They got you this 
room here and all and said they would 
stand behind the hospital bill.” 

“Shhh—that isn’t impertant now,” Mrs. 
Barnes said. 

“Jeff, what 
were in?” I asked hesitantly. 

“Well. that’s still kind of complicated, I 
guess,” Jeff answered. “But Mr. Barnes 
went my bail, and since I didn’t have a 
gun or anything—TI just stuck my hand in 
my pocket and pretended I did—and | 
really chickened out and didn’t take any- 
thing, and then the man, Mr. 
Waters, found out about—about you and 
the baby and all, and how desperate and 


what about the trouble you 


grocery 


near crazy with worry I was trying to get 
money with it being Christmas and all— 
well, it seems he may drop the charges. I 
was a fool to have done that, Cindy, but 
I was so worried.” 

“Oh Jeff, we have so much to learn,” I 
said. 

“I’ve learned one thing already,” Jeff 
said. “I can’t fight the world, and I’ve got 
to quit resenting people who try to help 
me.” 

“And I’ve got to learn how to help you,” 
I said, squeezing his hand. 

The door opened and a nurse brought 
in our baby—a new life in a new world, a 
new world Jeff and I would build for our- 
selves and our child. 


THE END 
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What Man Would Want Me Now 


(Continued from Page 33) 


zon, but its golden fingers still streaked the 
sky. Pale light filtering down through the 
leaves made the little grove of trees look 
like a lacy fairyland. We were lving side 
»y side, Scott propped on one elbow look- 


ing down into my face. 

“Do you think about the future much. 
Ruby? You know, things like what you 
want out of life, where you're heading.” 

“T guess every girl daydreams along 
those lines, Scott. Why?” I asked lazily. 
Do you know what your future will be?” 

“T know what I'd like for it to be. I want 
to own my own radio and television shop, a 
nice house where my children can grow up 
in security and love, a wife I can be proud 
of, and the respect of my fellowman.” He 
plucked a blade of grass. held it between 
his teeth. smiling dreamily out towards the 
lake. “That’s quite an order. I know, but 
I'm young and I’ve got plenty of time to 
study and work and save to get all those 
things. But there’s one thing I want real 
bad, and I don’t want to play the waiting 
game for that.” 

“What do you want that you’re in such 

hurry for, Scott?” 

He turned his head. looked full in my 
eyes. “You, Ruby,” he said ‘softly. “You’d 
make the kind of wife any guy would be 
proud of. You're pretty, good. sweet. and 
this may sound corny and old-fashioned. 
but it’s very important to me. above all 
you're pure.” His arms slipped around me 
cradling me against his broad young chest. 
[ guess what I’m trying to say is I love 
you, honey, and if you feel the same about 
me. let’s get married. Right away.” 

All the time he had been talking. my 
brain had been in a whirl. The way I felt 
about Scott was not the same as I'd felt 
about Larry. but it was good enough for 
me to be happy. At least he was a whole 
man and fun to be with and he loved me 
enough for the both of us. In my heart I 
blew Larry a farewell kiss. and slipping 
my arms around Scott’s neck, I let my lips 
answer for me. 

At first. his mouth was gentle and sweet 
on mine, but as he held 
bodies almost fusing into one. desire. hot 
and surging almost got the upper hand. 
fearing my lips from his. I pushed him 
“No, Scott, no!” I cried, 
mustn't!” 

With a low moan, he turned away from 
me, cradling his head on his arms. A min- 
ute or so passed before he spoke. “I’m 
sorry, Ruby,” he said hoarsely. “I didn't 
mean for that to happen. Let’s get out 
of here.” 

After gathering our picnic things and 
stashing them in the car trunk, Scott took 
me into his arms once more. This time 
there was no fire, only a gentle warmth. 
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“Thanks. honey.” he said softly. “for 
keeping your head when I almost lost 
mine. It’s just added proof that I’ve made 
a wise choice where you're concerned.” His 
arms tightened. I felt the muscles of his 
arms tremble. “Only. please. Ruby. don’t 
make me wait. Make our wedding day a 
very near one.” 

I felt I'd made the right choice. too. 
Scott and I should have a long and happy 
life together, “Will a week from today be 
too long. Scott?” I asked. basking in his 
eagerness. 

“T guess not.” he grinned. “But come 
Sunday you'd better be waiting with that 
preacher. Okay?” 

“Okay. sir.” I said. 

But for Scott and me. Sunday 
came. 


never 


HE FOLLOWING TUESDAY one of 

the girls got sick and my boss asked me 
to finish out for her which made it quite 
late when I left the hotel. I didn’t bother 
to change from my uniform into 
clothes. just hotfooted it down to the bus 
stop. Being out at night by myself always 
made me feel uneasy. and I kept thinking 
about those two long dark blocks I'd have 
to walk at the end of the line before reach- 
ing Granny's house. I was the only pas- 
senger left when the bus stopped to let me 
off. Before stepping down. I glanced about 
quickly. and seeing no one. I breathed a 
sigh of relief. As the bus turned around 
and started back toward town. I started 
walking toward Granny's as fast as I 
could. 

I could still see the tail lights of the 
bus when a man stepped from behind a 
bush right in my path. For a fraction of a 
second I was too stunned to make a sound. 
and it gave him the time he needed to grab 
me and put his hand over my mouth, With 
his free hand. he fumbled for my purse. 
and for a fleeting second I hoped that was 
what he wanted. But as he tore it from 
my grasp and threw it on the ground, I 
knew with dread certainty that wasn’t what 
he had in mind at all. I twisted and 
squirmed trying to free myself. but was no 
match for his big hulking frame. 

I prayed someone in one of the houses 


street 


would come outside. turn on a porch light 
or do something. but with his hand cover- 
ing my mouth [ didn’t have a chance to 
scream for help. I don’t really know how 
it happened, but suddenly my face was 
jarred by the impact of his fist. I felt my 
body grow limp, then mercifully I knew 
nothing more. 

Consciousness eluded me completely, but 
now and then, like a giant pulsating wave, 
reality would almost return, and I knew 
enough to know that I was being hurt over 


and over again. On one of the waves of 
near-consciousness, I felt his huge hand op 
me. his mouth, thick and moist, bite inty 
my neck. I tried to scream, but a thrusting 
pain seemed to rip me apart and all tha 
escaped my lips was an agonizing moan, 
then blackness engulfed me again. 

I finally made it back to reality. At firs, 
I just lay there on the grass hardly daring 
to breathe, afraid of being hurt some more. 
But after a time I realized I was alone. The 
man was gone. I tried to get up. but my 
body had been so ill-treated it was a pitiful 
attempt. Slowly, inch by torturous inch, | 
made it to my feet only to sway dizzily as 
I tried to get my bearings. The dawn was 
just beginning to break. and by the faint 
light of the sky, I realized I had been taken 
to the gully that ran in the back of Gran. 
ny’s block. Sometimes crawling. sometimes 
stumbling on my feet. [ made it to Granny’: 
back door, all the while whimpering like 
a whipped puppy. I barely remember 
scratching on the screen before blacking 
out again. 

This time when I awoke. I was in the 
hospital. The police questioned me, but | 
could tell them nothing that would help. | 
didn’t remember enough about the man to 
even give an adequate description. My jaw 
felt like it was broken, one eve was swollen 
shut. and the rest of me was so sore | 
could hardly stand to be touched. Outside 
my door. I overheard two nurses talking in 
muted tones. 

“This is one of the worst rape victims 
we've had in a long time.” one of them said, 

Rape victim! The words whirled in my 
brain. and all the awful, humiliating horror 
came flooding back. I wanted to die. 


QcoTT CAME THE first day I was back 
“at home. As soon as I saw him. | 
reached up for his embrace. I wanted him 
to take me in his arms, to kiss away all my 
hurt. but must of all T wanted him to tell 
me that his love would help me rise above 
this awful thing. Instead. he simply took 
my hands in his and stood there looking 
down at me. 

At first. I thought it was because of his 
concern for my bruised body, and trying 
to smile, I said, “Don’t be afraid, Scott. 
it’s all right. You can hold me. I want that 
more than anything.” 

He started to bend toward me. then 
abruptly turned away and walked over to 
the window, his hands clenched at his 
sides. 

I still didn’t grasp what was on his mind. 
Still thinking he just couldn’t bear to see 
me like this, I tried to make light of a bad 
situation. “Don’t look so grim, Scott, | 
won’t always look this bad. In a little while. 
I'll be as good as new.” It was a feeble 
attempt at bravery even to my own ears. 

“Will you, Ruby?” he said tightly, walk 
ing back toward the bed. “Do you honestly 
think you'll ever be the same girl you once 
were?” His voice was hoarse, ragged, as if 
each word were ripped from him undet 
terrific pressure. Suddenly dropping to his 
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knees. his head burrowed in the bedcovers, 
he blurted, “Oh, God! I could kill him for 
doing this to me!” 


To him? Dear Lord in Heaven, how 
could he be so thoughtless? Did he think 


I could have prevented this awful thing or 
that I did it deliberately? 

For a long time the silence between us 
was broken only by his muffled sobs, his 
selfish, self-pitying sobs. Whatever feelings 
[had for Scott died in that moment. Final- 
ly. as if I were comforting a stranger, I 
touched his shaking shoulders. 

“Forget it. Scott, you won’t have to think 
about me any more.” 

He looked up at me then. I could see 
the struggle between “loyalty” and “self” 
in his eyes. “Loyalty” tried a come-back. 

“Just give me time. Ruby, 
week or two I’ll be strong enough to fight 
this—this feeling of hate.” 

“No,” I shook my head. “This is good-by. 
Good-by forever.” 

He hesitated a moment before 
came the victor. 

When I heard his footsteps echoing down 
the hall, tears began to slide down my face. 
But it was a funny thing, I wasn’t crying 
over Scott. I was thinking about Larry and 
how he must have felt when he saw my ring 
on his bedside table and realized I’d turned 
my back on him just when he needed me 
most. I guess to all of us at sometime or 
other there comes a moment of truth. and 
when I saw how Scott’s selfishness mirrored 
my own, that moment came to me. And it 
was in that moment as I tried to bury my 
sobs in the pillow that Patty’s words came 
back to haunt me. “I’d rather have Brian 
the way he is than not to have him at all.” 

At last I knew what she had been trying 
to say. When you truly love someone, you 
should be willing to put them first no mat- 
ter what; and whatever burdens that love 
brings, you gladly share them together. 
Scott hadn’t loved me that way in spite of 
all his declarations, and I'd failed Larry 
the same way. I could see now that I’d been 
attracted to Scott because of his strength 
and good looks and what he could do for 
me, but I was forced to admit that deep 
down I'd never really loved anybody but 
Larry. If I had it all to do over. I’d gladly 
take care of him for the rest of my days. A 
fresh surge of weeping washed over me 
when I realized too late just what I’d 
thrown away, 


maybe in a 


“self” be- 


CEV ERAL WEEKS later I went back to 

work. The newspapers had been good 
enough to keep my name out of the papers 
so not many knew of my terrible ordeal. 
Those that did were very kind. I tried to 
fill my time the best I could. but nothing 
I did removed the awful ache in my heart 
over Larry. One night when I couldn't 
sleep, I knew I had to make some small 
restitution. I wrote him a letter. I told him 
everything that was in my heart, how sorry 
I was about the way I’d acted. I even told 
him how through my own experience my 


selfishness had been brought home so force- 


fully. I didn’t spare a single detail. I ended 
by saying that it was too much to expect his 
forgiveness. but that I hoped he could find 
it in his heart not to hate me. I didn’t ex- 
pect the letter to accomplish a miracle. but 
at least it did help to make me feel a little 
better. I mailed it with a somewhat lighter 
heart than I had before. 

Time does heal all wounds, and by the 
time the first I was able to 
sleep through the night without the night- 
mares that had plagued me since my at- 
tack. I hadn’t heard from Larry. but then 
' didn’t really expect to. I had learned to 
adjust to the idea that love would never 
come my After all. what man 
would want me now? Feeling this way. I 
guess that’s why I was so surprised when 
the miracle really happened. 

I was helping Mama with the evening 
meal when the doorbell rang. I just opened 
the door and there he was. My Larry! 
Standing there—ves. I said standing there 
—just as tall and handsome as ever. I 
couldn’t believe my eyes. My mouth tried 
to form words, but none came out. 

“Well. aren’t you going to ask me in? 
Don’t tell me I’ve driven all these miles for 
nothing?” he smiled, and my heart felt the 
first feeble flames of warmth in what 
seemed an eternity. 

“Larry! Oh, Larry.” It was all I could 
say. Tears were welling up and choking 
back all my words. 

He gathered me into his big strong arms. 
“Ruby. Ruby.” he whispered. “when I got 
your letter it was like a from 
death. Id tried to hate you. I'd tried to for- 
get you. but honey. I couldn’t do either one. 
Then when you wrote saying you felt the 
same way, well, I—” His arms tightened 
drawing me close against him. “Oh. God! 
Ruby. I’ve missed you so!” He buried his 
head in my hair. and togther we stood there 
shaken by an emotion that was too deep 
to put into words. Raising his head. he tried 
to smile. “I’d have been here sooner. but I 
had to get used to my little 
better. I wanted to prove to you that I could 
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way again. 


reprieve 


new legs 


still be the man you knew once again.” 
“Oh, Larry. 


me again after 


are you sure you can love 
after—” The words were 
smothered by his lips. 

“Don’t say 
about it 
his mouth still touching mine. “We’ve both 
been through hell. but it’s all over now.” 

Shame. like a keen pain. shot through my 
To think I’d once been re- 
pelled by the physical scars of his muti- 
lated body! Now 
willing. but anxious. to help heal the in- 


it. honey, don’t even think 


anymore.” he murmured softly, 


whole being. 
here he was. not only 


visible soul-scars of my terrible ordeal! 


Could I ever deserve such a love as this? 


Still holding me close. he said, “We've 
been one of the lucky ones, Ruby, we’re 


getting a second chance. Thank God, we’ve 
found each other again.” 

This time when our lips met the warmth 
in my heart burst into a roaring fire that 
I knew would never be put out for as long 


THE END 


as I lived. 
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Just For A Moment’s Thrill 


(Continued from Page 40) 


| DON’T KNOW how long I stood there 
in numb horror when the sound of a 
ear driving in snapped me out of my shock. 
[hat was when I pressed the panic button. 
[ had to get out of here fast. I had to 
run, anywhere, anyhow. I grabbed my rain- 

sat and bag and fled out into the rainy 
darkness. 

[ ran, stumbling and slipping up that 
dark. oak tree lined lane and was racing 
blindly down the highway when I saw a 
ign marked BUS STOP. I waited under 
he light and tried to think. I had to think 

nd it was almost impossible with my 
brain whirling and my stomach with a 
rock in it. A bus slowed to a stop and 
with a sob of relief, I saw it was marked 
Sorento. I climbed aboard, dropped a hand- 
ful of coins in the box and dropped into 
the nearest seat. There were several passen- 
ers but none of them paid any attention 

me. I sat there, shaking from head to 
foot and all I could see was that motel 
room at Shady Lane with Johnny lying 
dead on the floor and blood—I shuddered 
iway from the mental picture in horror. I 
iad killed a man and what was going to 
happen to me now? 

[ was still trying to figure out that when 
the bus stopped downtown. Like a sleep- 
walker, I got off the bus and walked up to 
Viain and caught the feeder bus that would 
take me home. I don’t remember much of 
that trip until I was on our own front porch 
then I found myself praying that Cass and 
Dad had gone to a tavern. I glanced at my 
watch and it said eight o’clock. At six, 
Johnny had still been alive and I caught 
back a sob. If I could only erase the last 
two hours out of my life! I turned the key 
in the lock and slipped in. The house was 
quiet and I knew Cass and Dad had gone 

ut. If Cass was home she'd be yapping 
about something. 

[ went into my room and sank wearily 

1 my bed. I had to do something and do 
t quick—but what? Any minute the police 

ight come looking for me. Then I shook 
1y head and made myself think clearly. 
Not a soul knew I’d been with Johnny 
Ragen all day—not even Mitch who owned 
Shady Lane motel. He had not seen me 
and neither had anyone else who knew 
me but the police had ways of adding up 
two and two and getting four. Sooner or 
later they’d find me but right now time 
was on my side. 

Supposing instead of going to Los An- 
geles or San Francisco I went to Chicago? 
[ had the money in my purse, I could get 
1 plane tonight and by the time they found 
Johnny I'd be in Chicago. I could change 
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my name and maybe they’d never find me 
in a large city. 

I began throwing things into a bag hur- 
riedly. My mother’s picture went in last. 
Then I showered and changed into fresh 
sweater and skirt. bound my hair under a 
dark scarf until not a wisp showed, slipped 
into a dark cloth coat and went back out 
of the house toward the bus stop. No 
taxi, as the driver might identify me later. 
Bus drivers didn’t notice who got off and 
on, usually. 

I must’ve done things automatically as I 
don’t remember much of anything until I 
found myself at the small airport. When 
I asked for a ticket to Chicago, I was told 
I should take a plane for Los Angeles and 
change there for a Chicago plane as the 
big ones didn’t stop here. There would be 
a plane for Los Angeles in an hour and 
he gave me a ticket. I sat down to wait, 
numb with fear and horror. A policeman 
sauntered in and my heart went down like 
a stone and I held my breath until he 
passed. 

Then I was on the plane. All my life I’d 
wanted to go on a plane and under different 
circumstances I’d have been thrilled but 
now there was no thrill—just unadulter- 
ated misery and fright. This lasted all 
through the wait in Los Angeles and the 
flight to Chicago. Nothing mattered except 
to get as far and as fast as I could. It was 
a bright, sunny morning when I got off the 
plane in Chicago. I hailed a cab and asked 
to be taken to the nearest YWCA. There I 
registered under the first name that came 
to me—Ann Davis. I was given a room and 
at long last I closed and locked the door 
against the world. I knew it would only 
be a few hours but maybe by then I could 
find a way to go on living. I fell asleep 
from sheer exhaustion and it was well after 
twelve noon when I awoke. 

First, I asked for and found a beauty 
shop and had my hair dyed one of those 
new sort of auburn-red shades. When I 
came out of the shop, I bought a paper 
and looked in the ads for a job. A well- 
known department store was asking for 
sales girls and I went immediately. I was 
afraid that without references or experi- 
ence I might have trouble but the personnel 
director was nice. She said they trained 
their own girls and since the holidays were 
coming, she was anxious to get her girls 
lined up early. I was to start the next 
morning. 


+O, I BEGAN A new life under a new 
name and in a new world. But my own 
personal ghost lived out the days and 
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nights with me. I avoided newspapers for 
fear I'd see my own picture on the front 
page. I made no close friends. I went ty 
work every day and sold my quota of 
lingerie. ate my meals alone at the YW 
cafeteria, and slept through nightmarish 
dreams. I forgot how to laugh but my 
memory was clear and sharp. I could stil] 
hear Johnny Ragen saying, “Over my dead 
body.” And that’s how I had escaped him, | 
could still see his limp body crumpled on 
the floor and the blood on the bedspread 
and floor. I froze every time a policeman 
glanced at me and a knock on my door 
sent me into a panic. I wished a million 
times I was dead, too, but I didn’t have 
the courage to take that way out. 

Then in January I got a real scare. I was 
showing a customer some slips when | 
heard someone say. “This isn’t Sorento, 
Mom. They do things on a big scale here.” 

I turned startled eyes toward the girl 
who had spoken and almost fainted. That 
was Dorothy Farrell who had been in my 
room at high school and if she recognized 
me—I'd be lost. I forgot how different | 
looked with my hair dyed. I forgot every. 
thing except that I had to get away from 
there fast. I told one of the girls, “Take 
my customer—I'm ill.” Somehow I got out 
of the store and I would never go back. | 
had to find a job where I didn’t have to 
run the risk of meeting anyone who knew 
me. I'd been lucky this time but the next 
time. 

I found another job a week later. It was 
in the office of a dingy garage but it was 
made to order for me. I had no dealings 
with the public, I was the only girl in the 
office and the work was easy. Besides it 
paid better than selling. There were three 
garage mechanics and two of them were 
married and the other—well, David Tipton 
was the fly in the ointment. His dark brown 
eyes smiled at me and his crisp dark hair 
never seemed to get out of place even when 
he had a smudge on his cheek. His voice 
was deep and held a hint of laughter even 
when he was discussing such prosaic things 
as carburetors. He walked with a buoyancy 
that told me he loved just being alive. He 
drew me like a magnet but I hardened my 
heart against his appeal. Time after time 
I found excuses for not accepting his inv: 
tations to meet him for dinner at the pizza 
palace or a movie or free concert or maybe 
just for a walk and a coke at the drugstore 
on the corner. 

Finally one day he said, soberly, “What's 
wrong with me, Ann? You treat me as i! 
I were poison. If you want credentials— 

“T don’t need credentials,” I broke in, 
writing busily in a record book. “The boss 
says you're the best mechanic in the shop.” 

“Then it must be that you dislike me 
personally. That’s too bad because I liked 
you from the very beginning. Why don't 
you like me—” 

“I do like you,” I told him, honestly. 
“Only—” 

“There’s another man?” His eyes probed 
mine. 
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]—well. there was,” I said, dropping my 
own eyes guiltily. 

“Was... 

“He—died.” I spoke coldly. 
true. There had been a man and he had 
died—by my hand. Now there could never 
be another man for me and I could never 
tell David the truth about the other one. 
One more penalty I must pay for my sins. 

David said, “T’'m Ann. 
Couldn’t you just let me be your friend? 
It might help solve the loneliness. I prom- 
ise never to make any demands, You can 
believe that, Ann, as I’m working here to 
pay my last year in theological school. I 
hope to be an ordained minister some day 
so you see I wouldn’t lie to you. Please 
just let me be a friend?” 

A minister! He didn’t know it but he 
had really built the wall high this time. If 
he knew the truth about me he wouldn’t 
want to be my friend. But I was lonely 
—and human. I did believe that he would 
keep his word about never making any 
demands and I, on my part. would never 
give him any reason to think there might 
ever be a change in me. So—we became 
friends. 

David taught me to laugh again—if not 
to forget. He took me to church with him 
on Sunday mornings and then to his fa- 
ther’s home. His father was a retired min- 
ister and one of the most charming old 
men I would ever know. He lived in an 
old house on the outskirts of Chicago and 
had an old housekeeper who adored both 
him and David. She eyed me. however with 
sharp-eyed caution. I knew she thought no 
one was quite good enough for David and 
I agreed with her. But David’s father ac- 
cepted me with warm cordiality. 

“I'm glad David has a girl,” he told 
me. “A minister is no good unless he has 
a wife to help him. You would want to 
help him, wouldn’t you, Ann?” 

I shook my head. “You don’t understand, 
Reverend Tipton. I’m not David’s girl. I’m 
justa friend. We aren’t in love, you know.” 

He looked at me, smilingly. “David is in 
love with you,” he said. “And maybe you 
don’t know it but you are in love with him. 
Be good to him, Ann. He’s a good lad.” 

Iknew it, of course. I just hadn’t wanted 
to face it. Once again I was trying to hold 
onto something that I didn’t have a right 
toown. I loved David, too, but I knew I 
could never marry him so why was I giving 
him hope? For the same reason that I’d 
fed from Sorento—to save myself from 
punishment. I went over to the window and 
stared out moodily. It was September 
again. Little leaves fluttered down from 
the maple trees like burning planes and 
soon the rain and chill winds would be 
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derful, bittersweet time I’d ever known. A 
stolen summer which I’d had no right to 
enjoy, 

I turned to look at David’s father. Be 
good to him, he’d said. I knew the only 


. 2? What happened to him?” 


way I could be good to David was to go 
out of his life. In time. he’d forget me. 
perhaps. and if I could never forget him 
—that was my punishment. I went over 
and laid a hand on the old man’s silvered 
hair. 

“Tl be good to him.” I said, softly. 

That night when David left me at the 
YW entrance. I knew 


again. Tomorrow he would know. too. but 


I'd never see him 


I hoped he’d never have to know why. I 
wanted to put my arms around him and 
touch that dark crisp hair. The temptation 
to kiss him just once was almost irresist- 
ible. 
strength, I merely smiled at him as I had 
many times before and said, lightly, “Good 
night, David.” 

His eyes smile were both 
but he said, gently, “Good night, 
you tomorrow.” 


But from some hidden reservoir of 


wistful 
See 


and 
Ann. 


I watched him go through a mist of tears. 


“Darling.” I sobbed, “for us, 
” 


there is no 
tomorrow. 

The next morning I caught a plane for 
Los Angeles and then another one to Soren- 
to. I checked my bag in a locker and took 
the bus straight for the police station. I 
went in, my hands clammy but with un- 
faltering step. I almost reneged when I 
saw who was at the desk. It was old Jerry 
Fitzgerald whom I’d known since he walked 
the Maple street beat when I was a child. 
It would have been easier to tell a stranger 
that I was wanted for murder—but when 
had anything I’d ever had to do been easy. 
I drew in a deep breath and marched up 
to the desk. 

“Hello, Fitz,” I said. 

He frowned at me. “Hi, Miss. Am I 
supposed to know you?” He scratched his 
grizzled head thoughtfully. 

“I’m Laurie Harper,” I said. 

“Harper... ?” Then his eyes wid- 
“You aren’t Jim Harper’s kid? Last 
time I saw you. you had skinny legs and a 
mop of black curls.” 

“People change,” I told him. 
here to tell you something. 
ber Johnny Ragen, Fitz?” 

“Sure do.” he answered shortly. 
wouldn’t I when he—” 

“Was murdered.” I cut in. 
one who killed him, Fitz.” 

He pursed his lips and sat there staring 
at me. “No kidding.” he said, finally. “Why 
don’t you tell me about it?” 

He listened without a word until I'd 
spilled out the whole story and then he 
said, “Why’d you wait all this time, Lau- 
rie?” 

“Because I was scared of what would 
happen to me,” I told him. 
“And now you're not 

Oe... F 

“Yes, I’m still scared but I’m more 
scared of trying to live with this guilt like 
a pack on my back. I want to take my 
punishment, Fitz, so let’s get on with it.” 

He sat there for a full minute before he 
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scared any 


moved. Then he reached for a bunch of 
keys and said. shortly, “Okay. 
Come with me.” 

He opened the door and as I walked 
beside him down the cell-lined corridor. the 
keys jangled and our footsteps resounded 
like clods falling on a coffin. He finally 
stopped before one cell and as I waited for 
him to open the door, I kept my eyes 
down. This was it. I was thinking, but I 
was suddenly no longer afraid. I was at 
long last beginning to atone for my crime. 

Then someone spoke from the dim cell. 
“Not another do-gooder, Fitz.” the voice 
sneered. “If you bring another one of those 
creepy dames in here to save my soul— 
I'll strangle her.” 

I lifted startled, unbelieving eyes to find 
Johnny Ragen peering at me through the 
bars. I must’ve lost my mind. It couldn’t 
be Johnny. I'd killed him almost a year 
ago. Over his dead body I’d escaped to a 
miserable freedom—and yet there he was, 
sneering at me through these bars. 

“This time, Johnny,” Fitz chuckled, 
“you're the do-gooder and on you it don’t 
look so hot. Sorta like trying to put a halo 
on over horns.” 

Johnny spat derisively. “You've flipped,” 
he growled. “That'll be the day when I 
turn goody-two-shoes.” 

I stared numbly at Johnny. He wasn’t 
dead! That was no ghost. Ghosts didn’t 
sneer, did they? But how—why ... ? I 
turned to Fitz and he took my arm and 
led me away. Johnny hadn’t even recog- 
nized me but it was much later before it 
occurred to me that I looked a lot different 
with my hair dyed. and eye makeup. 

When we were back at Fitz’ desk, I sat 
down weakly and he brought me a paper 
cup filled with water. “Pretty lively dead 
man, isn’t he?” he said. 

“But I—he—how. . . ?” 

“Drink that water, Laurie, while I fill 
you in. I remember that incident at the 
Shady Lane last fall. You sure clobbered 
Johnny all right. Tom Mitchell got scared 
when the plumber went back for his wrench 
and found the door wide open and Johnny 
out cold on the floor. He called a doctor 
and they rushed him to the hospital and 
the doctor reported it to us. It was nip and 
tuck with Johnny for a few days but I guess 
whoever said “only the good die young” 
said plenty. Right now I could almost wish 


Laurie. 
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you had finished him. He was in a gang 
who held up the bank here and in the 
ensuing battle. one of our best policemen 
was killed. Trial comes up next week and 
I think Johnny may be headed for either a 
long stretch or maybe even the hot seat.” 
He took the empty paper cup from me 
and whirled it into a nearby waste basket. 

“Why.” I whispered. “Fitz, why didn’t 
he tell who hit him with the wrench after 
he got better?” I was still weak from the 
flood of relief that was singing through my 
veins. I’d lost that dread guilt pack and I 
felt like floating around the room on air. 

“Because he knew something that you 
seem to have overlooked, child.” Fitz said. 
“You could’ve claimed self defense and left 
him without a leg to stand on. And he 
knew. too, that a rape charge is hard to 
beat so he clammed up. It’s just that sim- 
He pulled me to my feet and said. 
gently, “Go on home, Laurie, and wash 
that dye outa your hair. I liked you better 
with your hair black.” 


ple.” 


[ WAS BEGINNING to rain as I went 
out and walked to the corner to catch 
bus for Maple street. I was free, free. 

FREE! Free to face the world, free to 
sleep at nights without nightmares, free 
to go back to David—if he’d have me after 
I'd told him all this. I'd go home to see 
my father and Cass and maybe stay the 
night but tomorrow—lI’d be on a plane 
zooming toward Chicago and David. I was 
laughing like a lunatic as I climbed aboard 
the old bus. 

Then I was ringing the bell of the house 
where I'd been born. I could hear someone 
clattering around inside and knew Cass 
was there. Cass couldn’t even dust without 
making a clatter. Then the door opened 
and for a minute, she stared at me without 
recognition. Then she screamed, “Laurie 

is it you?” 

I laughed, so happy that even Cass 
looked good to me. “Sure, it’s me,” I told 
her. “I dyed my hair but I’m going to let 
it go back to natural. May I come in—and 
how is Dad?” Cass stood aside and I went 
into the familiar house only it seemed even 
shabbier than ever. 

“Your father died eight months ago.” 
Cass said, bluntly. “I didn’t know where 
you were so I couldn’t notify you—” 

“Poor Dad,” I said, tears in my eyes. 
“I’m sorry, Cass. I should’ve let you 
know but—” 

“Oh, I didn’t mind.” Cass was eyeing me 
dubiously. “He left this house and every- 
thing to me,” she said, defensively. “I hope 
youre not here to make trouble as it’s all 
legal. He left you ten dollars so’s you 
couldn’t break the will.” Her voice was 
belligerent. 

I detected the influence of Cass in Dad’s 
will but I didn’t care. I smiled at her and 

aid, “I’m here to stay for tonight and 
then I’m heading back for Chicago to- 
morrow. I want you to have everything, 
Cass, You’ve worked hard to pay for it 
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and I never did anything to help.” 

She looked relieved. “Sure you can stay 
—tonight,” she said. “What’s in Chicago 
that’s so interesting. A man, I bet a cooky.” 

“Maybe,” I admitted. 

I went straight to bed, and had to sleep 
in my slip as my bag was still at the air- 
port. I had thought I wouldn’t need the 
bag in jail—but I wasn’t going to jail. 
Not ever! I slept like a baby that night 
for the first time in almost a year. The 
next day, I was on the plane for Chicago 
and even though it was a jet—I wished I 
could get out and push. I thought I’d never 
get to Chicago. 

When I did. I headed straight for the 
garage. The boss was in my little cage 
struggling with the bookkeeping when he 
looked up and saw me. 

“Thank God,” he breathed fervently. 
“That is—I hope you’re back to stay? I 
thought you’d walked out on me. Why 
didn’t you call?” 

“T—I should’ve.” I told him. “but some- 
thing came up and I had no time. I'll tell 
you all about it some day. Is David out 
in the shop?” 

“Yup. I'll send him in.” 
whistling shrilly and a moment later David 
came in, almost running. He had a smudge 
on one cheek and his eyes looked tired as 
if he hadn’t slept much lately. But his glad 
smile was as warm as spring sunshine as 
he cried out, “Ann—TI thought you'd gone 
because you could no longer stand the sight 
of me! Ann—” 

“David.” I said, putting one hand over 
his, “could we go out to your father’s house 
tonight? There’s something I want to tell 
both of you and when I have—there’s some- 
thing I want to tell just you. Could we?” 

“Sure,” he said. “Father will love it.” 

And so it was that I sat on a low stool 
that night, facing David and his father. I 
told them everything from beginning to 
end and when I was finished, I said, “Now 
you know. I’m not Ann Davis. I’m Laurie 
Harper. I’m not proud of my behavior. 
I’ve been running for a year and I’m so 
tired. . . .” Suddenly I was weeping and 
David’s arm was around me swiftly. 

“Ann,” he whispered. “It’s all 
now. Don’t cry, Ann.” 

“T_—Laurie,” I sobbed. mopping my eyes 
with his handkerchief. 

“Annie Laurie,” he corrected and grinned 


He went away 


over 


impishly at me. 

“Reverend Tilton,” I begged. “can you 
ever forgive me for my deceit and cowardly 
behavior?” 

He smiled but there was a bemused look 
in his eyes when he quoted softly, “The 
wicked flee when no man pursueth.” Then 
he sighed. “There is no question of for- 
giveness, my child. You’ve been punished. 
You repented and now you have been born 
again. I hope you'll find happiness now.” 

Later, as David and I stood in front of 
the old YW, I said, shyly, “David, my hair 
is dyed. I have black hair.” 

He laughed. “Good,” he said. “Is it im- 
portant?” 





He smiled and then sobered. “I’m sory 
about your father, Ann—I mean Laurie’ 
“It’s all right,” I said, quietly. “I think 
I lost Dad when Mother died. He wa 


never the same afterwards. He loved he} 


very much and Cass—well, I still don; 
know why he married her unless it wa 
that he couldn’t do too much thinking with 
her around. She’s so—clattery. I thin} 
Cass knew he didn’t love her and mayly 
that’s why she was so cross most of the 
time. I’m beginning to understand a |y 
of things. David.” 

“T wonder if you understand how much 
I love you.” he said, wistfully. “All this 
last summer, you've built a wall between 
us. You drew a line and said don’t come 
any closer. Is it going to be different noy, 
Laurie?” 

I drew in a deep. sighing breath. “Your 
father said you were in love with me 
David.” I told him. “That’s why, when he 
asked me to be good to you, I went away 
without telling you. You see, I thought] 
would spend the rest of my life behind 
bars and if I just disappeared out of your 
life—it was the only way I knew of being 
good to you.” I lifted my eyes to his, tears 
racing down my cheeks. 

“Oh. I do love you, David,” I sobbed, 
“ve made such a mess of my past— 
would you help me chart my future. . . ?” 

His kiss was warm and satisfying and 
we clung together under the street light, 
honest and shameless for the world to see. 
Then he said, in his old joyous voice with 
the chuckle in it, 

“Your future... ? Well, ministers 
never make much money, you know. We 
will have to wait to be married until | 
finish school and then when I get a parish, 
it will be a very small. poor one. You'll 
have to wear last year’s clothes and maybe 
sing in the choir—” 

“T can’t sing.” I told him, happily. “But 
if you say I must—TI will. I only hope they 
won't fire you because your wife disturbs 
their peace.” 

“Tl risk it.” he answered, unconcerned. 
“T hope you like chicken. You know when 
the parishioners ask the minister and his 
wife for dinner, they always serve fried 
chicken—” 

“Enough for us and our nine chil 
dren ee 8 au 

“Nine?” He pretended to be shocked. 

“Ministers always have large families,” 
I told him, smugly. 





ND SO—I’M going to marry David 

some day soon. He is back at school, 
and when he finishes there’ll be a wedding 
In the meantime, I’m still working at the 
garage and on weekends, David’s father is 
teaching me all the things a minister’s wile 
should know. I’m not afraid of anything 
these days—not even of becoming a minis 
ter’s wife. I know I'll make mistakes but 
when I do, I won’t try to run away from 


them. David and I will work them out 
together. THE END 
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Shy Guy 


(Continued from Page 35) 


Mother made a date with a friend of 
hers that Friday night. It didn’t dawn on 
me until she left the house at seven that 
this meant Jennie and I would be alone 
in the house. And even then I didn’t get 
the full implication. 

But when Jennie arrived and learned 
that mother was out, I know that she imme- 
diately saw the opportunity. And it wasn’t 
jong after that that the full realization hit 
me. If I hadn’t been sure then, the sweat 
which began to pour over my body a few 
minutes after she arrived signalled that 
there wasn’t going to be much time spent 
discussing algebra. 

“P'm sorry that your mother isn’t here,” 
Jennie lied. I knew she was lying because 
[could see a sparkle of merriment when 
our eyes met for a minute. “Before we 
begin, why don’t we spin a few records 
and dance a little?” Jennie suddenly sug- 
gested. 

As usual, she caught me by surprise. 
“But, Jennie,” I said, “you know that I 
can’t dance. Besides, the records I have are 
old.” “That doesn’t matter. All music has 
some sort of beat. We'll be able to work 
out something to keep time to it,” Jennie 
said unperturbed by the lack of up-to-date 
records. 

She finally persuaded me to take her 
down in the basement rumpus room and 
although it was always cool there, I felt 
warmer than if the temperature had been 
100 degrees. I began to feel sticky as I 
placed a record on the turntable (some old 
number to which mother had apparently 
danced during World War II) and insisted 
again to Jennie that “I really can’t dance. 
You know for yourself that you have never 
seen me on a dance floor.” 

“Okay Bobby,” she said. “But that 
doesn’t mean that you can’t learn,” she 
added as she advanced toward me, hands 
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outstretched for me to dance with her. 

“But Jennie, don’t you think we had bet- 
ter begin studying?” I asked. “Relax. 
We'll get to that after awhile,” she said 
and scarcely paying any heed to what I 
said, she began to contort her body in a 
routine I had seen her dance at the prom. 

I suppose it would be nice, now, to relive 
some of those scenes. But times like those 
are gone forever. 

As Jennie swayed in-and-out, near-and- 
far away from me (and all the time holding 
my hand) she kept smiling up at me. I 
felt damp all over and stood frozen in my 
tracks as she made up rhythms. The three- 
minute record seemed to last about fifteen 
as I stood there, feeling foolish and un- 
necessary as Jennie continued her provoc- 
ative movements as though I weren’t 
there, only giving me a half-dreamy gaze 
whenever she swung in close to me. I knew 





she surely must have felt the stickiness of 
my hand which was soaked with sweat. 

Near the end of the record the music 
became a little frantic with a loud synco- 
pated beat. Trembling, I glanced down to 
see her hips start swivelling in a strange 
manner which held me in a half-hypnotic 
gaze. I couldn’t take my eyes off those 
hips and suddenly a sensation almost like 
the one I got when she kissed me after the 
prom swept over me. 

I could almost feel my body wanting to 
try to move in rhythm to that movement 
which she was making. The music stopped 
abruptly with Jennie in a half-crouched 
position. My eyes were still glued to her 
hips. 

Before I could recover myself she had 
wrapped her arms around my neck and 
was giving me a warm, soft kiss. My mind 
suddenly came back to what was happen- 
ing. I was trying to break away. For some 
reason unknown to me, I felt that she 
shouldn’t be kissing me, no matter how 
good it felt to me. 

“Bobby, you’re a real lover with fire 
down inside. I can tell. Put your arms 
around me,” Jennie insisted. But fear had 
struck me again and I tried hard to break 
away. Only it wasn’t as easy as it had been 
before. “It’s bigger than both of us,” she 
said between attempts to press her lips 
against mine. “So why don’t you stop fight- 
ing it?” she asked. “You wanted to help 
me with algebra. But what you really 
wanted was to hold me in your arms. Kiss 
me, kiss me,” Jennie said and I thought, 
half crazily. 

“Let—let—let me—me go, Jennie,” I 
pleaded as she planted kisses on my face 
and neck, wherever she could, as I vainly 
tried to break her hold. Then that dizzying 
feeling hit me in the bottom of my stomach 
again. “Bobby, Bobby,” Jennie whispered 
as I felt convulsions at the pit of my stom- 
ach which left me sweating more but which 
gave me a weird feeling of comfort and 
warmth inside. 

But even then, I broke away and shouted 
“Get out of my house, Jennie. Get out. I 
thought you came here to study and this is 
all you wanted to do. Get out!” I shouted 
again. 

“Alright, alright, Bobby,” she said, 
breaking into tears. “I didn’t want to be- 
lieve what everybody was saying that you 
are a pantywaist and a wallflower. Alright, 
I'm getting out. And I hope that I never 
see you again!” she screamed as she ran 
up the basement stairs. 

I suddenly realized that Jennie hadn’t 
been trying to harm me and that she hadn’t 
expected much from me, that it was simply 
my lack of understanding which was at 
fault. “Jennie, I’m sorry,” I tried to reason 
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with her as she picked up her books in our 
dining room. “I didn’t know what I was 
doing. I didn’t expect you to do anything 
like that,” I apologized. 

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” she said an- 
erily. “I should have known better. But 
believe me. it won’t happen again. And I 
hate you, Bobby. I hate you!” 

“Please don’t say that, Jennie,” I plead- 
ed, not realizing that I was asking a girl to 
rgive me. “I’m sorry. And I'll still help 
ou with your algebra if you like. I 
mean .. .,” but before I could correct my- 
elf she said. “No thank you! Come around 

see me in about five years, when you 
grow up. If ever!” Then she was gone, 
lamming the door behind her. 

lhe house was unusually quiet after Jen- 

ie left. Not unusually. But after what had 
happened, everything was deathly still. I 

as confused but I did know that every 
time Jennie got close to me, I ended up 
feeling good in my stomach but confused 
n my head. I couldn’t let myself go with 
il Is 

I suppose, really, that there isn’t much 
difference on that now. But I think those 
times with Jennie were better than any- 


? 


thing since. 


A FTER THAT, I tried to bury myself 

deeper into my studies, tried to pretend 
that me and my buddies were living life as 
we used to without girls. But I was only 
kidding myself. Because the fellows were 
all for the girls now. And even I, I was 
beginning to feel something for Jennie al- 
though I didn’t know how to express myself 
or know what was expected of me. 

Meeting one of the old gang (who had 
dropped out of school) was the real turning 
point in my life. And sometimes I think 
now that had I not met him I would still 
be my old backwards self. 

Johnnie had not been one of the brighter 
nembers of the gang although he was one 
of the older. But he knew how to have 
fun. It was great being greeted by an old 
pal in the old way. 

When he suggested that I come up to his 
room, which he shared at a rooming house 
with two others of the old gang, I went. 
When we got there, Johnny went into a 
closet and produced a bottle of whiskey. 
When did you start drinking?” I asked 
him. “All of us do it,” Johnny said. 

‘You sure are with the big time,” I said 

I marvelled at the way he turned up the 
bottle and took a long, hard pull. For a 
moment, when he lowered the bottle from 
his lips, I thought that his eyes were going 
to pop out. But he caught himself and 
flashed a weak smile as he extended the 
bottle to me. 

“Go ahead. Take a drink.” 

“No thanks,” I said. 

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” 
Johnny said as he again turned up the 
bottle to his lips and drank. Wiping his 
mouth with the back of his hand, Johnny 
aid: 

‘Man, the things a guy can do after he 
gets a good drink in him! Gives you heart 
64 





man, you dig? And I have had some of 
the best-looking girls around after I had 
me a taste. And they don’t dare get sassy 
with me. 

“Tell you what. Let me mix you a drink 
and see if you like it that way,” Johnny 
said. “That’s all right,” I said, but he didn’t 
pay me any mind. Almost magically John- 
nie pulled out a bottle of mix and a glass. 
The next thing I knew he was thrusting a 
glassful of whiskey into my face. 

“Take a couple sips of that,” he urged. 
“Well.” I said, half-heartedly, and asked 
no one in particular, “What have I got to 
lose?” 

I took a sip and felt a slight burn as it 
slid down my throat. “That ain’t so bad is 
it?” Johnny asked, watching me closely. 
“No, I suppose not,” I laughed nervously 
and took another slight sip. I had always 
admired Johnny so much. 

Before I knew what had happened, I was 
taking the last sip out of the glass and 
holding the center of attention as I told 
Johnny about my fear of girls and how I 
was beginning to feel about Jennie and how 
I had goofed with her. 

“With a couple more hookers in that 
glass,” Johnnie said finally, “you'll be able 
to do anything you want.” “Do you think 
so, Johnny?” I asked hopefully, wanting 
to believe him with all my heart. For some 
reason as I drank more and talked more 
about Jennie, the more I wanted her. The 
more I felt I would be able to walk up to 
to her and tell her I liked her. 

Almost too soon, it seemed, I was telling 
Johnnie I would be back to see him and let 
him know how things worked out. At that 
moment, my mind was set on making it to 
Jennie’s and telling her how I felt. 

I found that I couldn’t walk quite as well 
as usual but, half stumbling and resting 
now and then, I made it over to Jennie’s. 
My head was spinning a little bit but I 
felt good. Confident. And ready to do what 
I felt like doing. Which was anything that 
might pop into my mind. 

I went around to Jennie’s back yard 
where I found her playing with her dog. 

“What do you want, pantywaist?” she 
asked as she saw me approach. But that 
didn’t bother me any. 

“Don’t you know?” I asked, and took a 
step closer to her. 

“Are you off or something?” Jennie 
asked, suddenly chasing her dog away and 
taking a good look at me. “You've been 
drinking, Bobby,” she said after sniffing 
at me as though I were her dog. 

“So what if I have, baby?” I asked her. 
“Don’t talk so loud,” she shushed me, “or 
my mother will come out here to see what’s 
happening.” Then she started to smile as 
I began to sway. 

“T never would have believed you had it 
in you, Bobby,” Jennie confessed. “But on 
you it looks good. Wait a minute and [’ll 
walk you over to the park.” She darted 
into the house laughing, and came back 
with a sweater over her arm. 

We walked the short distance to the 
park and sat down on a bench. My head 


was feeling real good now and I kept in. 
sisting to Jennie, “Let’s neck some more 
like you wanted me to do the last time | 
saw you.” 

“Are you sure you want to?” she asked, 
“Woman. I know what I want,” I said, more 
confident than I had ever been. “I think 
it’s just the whiskey acting up.” Jennie 
said. “It is not,” I answered. “This is the 
way I always felt. You jus’ never gave me 
the (hic) chance before,” I said. 

[ reached over and pulled her to me jn 
the fast-approaching darkness. “Bobby, 
when all the other kids were making a big 
joke of you. I always felt sorry and wanted 
to love you. Not because I felt sorry for 
you. but because I have always loved you 
and knew that you were a nice boy,” Jennie 
said as she snuggled up. 

“Sure baby, I know.” I said with the 
help of the whiskey. She reached up and 
pulled my face down to hers only this time 
I didn’t fight the feeling. And, as though 
I had always known what to do, I pulled 
her closer and returned a clumsy kiss 
which, sent a good feeling down to my toes, 
The next thing I knew I was pulling her 
into the shadows of a hedge nearby. 

And there, in the warm soft darkness, | 
really found Jennie and knew why all the 
fellows had drifted away from the gang 
in favor of girls. At first Jennie, who had 
been the aggressor before, began to protest 
feebly when she realized we were both 
going a little crazy with desire, and with 
the newness of it all. Then, Jennie wasn't 
protesting any more, and the whole world 
was going up in a mass of flaming skyrock- 
ets. and Jennie and I along with it. 


[' SEEMED LIKE a hundred years before 
I was in touch with reality again. The 
first thing I was aware of was the awlul 
headache, and the dry taste in my mouth. 
Then I heard Jennie’s soft sobs, as she 
hunched over in a half-kneeling, half sit 
ting position beside me, and the whole 
thing came back like a flash of lightning. 
“Jennie, I—” I began haltingly, now 
coldly sober, but not knowing what to say. 
Did I apologize? Strangely, I didn’t feel 
sorry, although I was worried about Je 
nie, and how she felt. “Jennie, please don't 
cry. It’s all right, Jennie. I love—” 

“Don’t say anything to me,” she inter 
rupted, crying wildly and jumping to her 
feet. “Don’t ever speak to me again!” And 
grabbing her sweater, she ran from the 
park, 

Girls! I thought, shaking my head, which 
only increased the ache. First, she teases 
me and pulls after me all the time, then 
when I go for her she hates me! 

Gingerly holding on to my aching head,! 
stumbled back over to the park bench, and 
sat there for a long time, thinking. Some 
way I’d show Jennie that nothing had 
really changed, and that I still cared for 
her. I’d make it up to her, and we'd be 
a real twosome, going steady like the 
others. And one thing for sure—I wasnt 
a shy guy any more! THE END 
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‘You Belong To Me’ 


(Continued from Page 25) 


of the love we had lost in the jungle of 
making a living, pleasing other people and 
the overpowering influence of Neil’s family. 

I don’t believe any couple were ever any 
happier than we were that night. It wasn’t 
just the pent-up physical release. It was 
something far more meaningful. We spoke 
our thoughts as we hadn’t dared to since 
the first weeks of our marriage. I told Neil 
that I felt left out where his family was 
concerned. 

“It’s always what they want.” I said. I 
explained, not bitterly or resentfully. but 
quietly. “It’s as though I didn’t count. Like 
after dinner when you and your Dad huddle 
in the living room and talk about the 
trucks and what’s to be done—” 

Neil laughed softly. tenderly. stroking 
my hair gently. “But that’s men talk, honey. 
I don’t feel left out when you and Mom 
get your heads together over new curtains.” 

“But when you take a cut in pay because 
a new truck has to be bought. that is my 
business,” I persisted. “It isn’t fair for you 
to agree to give up our money without con- 
sulting me.” 

Neil thought that over. “I guess you have 
a point there.” he agreed finally. “I just 
assumed that whatever I decided for us 
would be agreeable with you.” He was si- 
lent for several minutes and then he added. 
“Of course, Dad’s word has to be final 
where the trucking is concerned. He’s been 
in this business for years and years. Every- 
thing I know and Jack knows. he’s taught 
us. He built the business up from nothing, 
just one second hand truck to begin with. 
I don’t know how he ever did it.” 

There was pride and loyalty in Neil’s 
voice. Well, I thought. maybe I had been 
silly to mind the closeness between father 
and son. With my husband’s arms tight 
around me, my lips still warm from his 
ardent kisses, that bone of contention did 
seem pretty silly. 

“But I’m going to spend more time with 
you from now on,” Neil promised. speaking 
out of his own thoughts. “It isn’t fair to 
you. the way things have been. me out on 
the road so much of the time. or slaving in 
that darned old garage. Things are going 
to be different. We’re going to have our own 
place. We’re going to have some time to- 
gether. And—” he laughed deep in his 
throat. “and who knows. we may have a 
baby a year from now.” 

“Oh Neil! If it would only happen. I'd 
—I'd be the happiest girl in the world. I'd 
never ask for another single thing.” 

“Well, Doctor Petersen’s prescription 
mt hard to take,” my husband said 
drowsily, 


FTER THAT NIGHT. the hours flew 


by. sunlit hours paddling on the lake 


in a small boat we rented. or lying side by 
side on the warm sand after a swim. not 
saying much because there was no need to 
talk now. Moonlit hours when we sat on 
the cabin porch and listened to the wind 
sighing through the tree tops. Thrilling 
hours when we loved one another, the way 
a husband and wife should willingly. eager- 
ly without reserve. 

It’s going to be all right now, 1d think, 
washing up the breakfast dishes while Neil 
chopped wood. We'll never hurt one an- 
other again. 

Out of the blue it happened, the quarrel 
that canceled out our new found happiness. 
We'd been on our vacation exactly one 
week, seven precious days. I heard the car 
first. Neil was getting us milk down at the 
little resort store. The moment | 
Jack’s car, chugging up the dirt road to- 


saw it, 


ward the cabin, a nameless dread filled me. 

“Where’s Neil?” Jack wanted to know. 

“Down at the store.” I answered briefly. 

“T’ll drive down and get him 

“No. Wait! He'll be back in a minute.” 
I ran after the big broad-shouldered man, 
with the powerful build of Dad Thorne and 
the old man’s curt way of talking. Jack 
didn’t pay any attention to me. It was as 
though I were one of the shadows cast by 
the trees. He got in the car. started the 
engine and before I could stop him, he was 
speeding toward the store. It wasn’t long 
before he was back with Neil. Neil 
out of the car and came into the cabin, 
but Jack stayed behind the wheel. 

“Look. Neil began. 
drawn into the old worry lines. “I’ve got to 
go back to town with Jack—” 

“No!” I cried fiercely. 

“Honey. understand.” Neil 
reached out his arms toward me. I drew 
away from him. my body rigid and unyield- 
ing again. fell to his sides. 
“T’ve got to go.” he said again. “Dad needs 
me. He’s had—” 

“If you go back with Jack, 
need to come back 


got 


honey.” his face 


you don’t 


Neil’s arms 


you don’t 
-ever.” I broke in. my 
“You prom- 
ised me this vacation—two weeks. just two 
weeks alone out of five years. If that is 
too much to ask of you, then there isn’t 


voice breaking on a wild sob. 


any hope for us.” 

“Karen! Please. let me explain 

“No! No!” 
convulsed with heartbreaking sobs. 
want to hear. 1... don’t... 
... hear.” With my hands over my ears, 
I ran from the cabin. down the little path 
to the lake. I flung myself down on the 
mossy bank where Neil and I had spent so 
many happy hours. I cried until there 
were no more tears. And then I sat staring 
at the lake. my heart filled with hate. 
Hate for Neil’s family. Even hate for Neil! 


I cried out, my whole body 
“T don’t 
. Want... 
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Neil’s family had destroyed the last chance 
we had to put our marriage together, and 
Neil had let them. His father had called 
and he had answered, his ears deaf to my 
pleas. 

I don’t know how long I sat there. When 
[ finally dragged myself back to the cabin 
shadows were gathering. When I came near 
the cabin I saw that a man and a woman 

re moving into the empty cabin next to 

“Hello there!” the man called. “I guess 
we're neighbors. I’m Larry Stevens. And 
this is my sister, Stel—” He motioned to- 
ward a girl of about sixteen who had the 
ime dark hair as his own, and the same 
wide, friendly grin. 

“I’m Karen Thorne,” I said shyly, trying 

keep my tear-stained face turned so 
Larry wouldn’t see I’d been crying. 

“Oh Larry!” Stel wailed. “We've for- 
‘tten the coffee!” 

“Never mind,” Larry answered. “I can 
lrive down to the little store and buy 
meee 
“Tl lend you 


some,” I heard myself 


ying. 


“Gosh, that’s awfully nice of you, 
Karen.” Larry told me, following me up 


ur cabin steps. “I'll pay you back first 
thing in the morning.” We were in the 
abin now. I noticed his gaze taking in the 
vidence of Neil’s presence, his bathing 
unks drying on the makeshift line and his 
ots lined up at the foot of the bunk bed. 
\fy husband had to go back to town.” I 
CA} lained. 
“You're all alone then?” Larry said. 
“Yes.” Again tears crowded my eyes and 
[ turned away and bent my head low over 
the drainboard as I measured out the 
ottee, 
“Good thing we moved in today,” Larry 
ent on. “If you get too lonely, you just 
holler and Stel and I will come running.” 
“Thanks. I—I hope this is enough for 
I handed him the coffee. 
Larry thanked me and left. I washed my 
face and combed my hair and changed 
from my capris into a fresh cotton dress. 
[ was hungry but I didn’t have the heart to 
fix anything. I sat at the little table and 
watched the darkness gathering. I had 
loved the night time in our retreat, loved its 
tillness and its privacy. But now it brought 
ching loneliness. When someone knocked 
n the cabin door I jumped. It was Larry! 
“Stel has dinner all fixed. She wants you 
come and eat with us,” he said, leaning 
igainst the doorjamb, smiling down at me 
with friendly warmth. 
[—J] couldn’t. I don’t think I should in- 
trude.” I protested. 
If we didn’t want you, we wouldn’t ask 
yu.” Larry said, and grabbed my hand 
firmly. “Come on! We've got fried chicken 
that Mom fixed for us and all kinds of 
good things.” 
It was bright and warm in my neighbor’s 
abin. Stel had the table set and every- 
thing laid out. We sat down, the three of 
is. Maybe it was the setting, the beauty 


60 


of the night, moonlight spilling through the 
windows and the smell of the redwoods. 
Maybe it was my own need for companion- 
ship. Whatever it was, I felt as though I 
had known Stel and Larry always. I liked 
them both. Stel was so pretty with her dark 
brown skin and that lovely black hair. And 
Larry was so nice. He was so different from 
Neil. Neil found it hard to make friends 
with strangers. But Larry talked easily and 
laughed often. throwing back his head in a 
gesture of pure enjoyment of some funny 
incident or bit of conversation. He talked 
freely about himself. He was still in col- 
lege studying to be an athletic coach. He 
loved all sports, and had won several swim- 
ming meets. He was looking forward to 
practicing his diving at the lake. 

Stel said she was fond of the outdoors 
too. She explained that she and Larry al- 
ways came ahead to open the cabin for the 
folks who would be down Sunday. 

“How long are you going to stay?” she 
asked, when we were washing up the sup- 
per dishes together. 

“TI—I don’t know.” I answered uncer- 
tainly. “We were supposed to stay another 
week. But my husband had to leave.” 

“Nothing wrong. I hope.” Stel’s young 
face was filled with concern. 

“No. Just one of those things.” I cried 
airily, while my heart felt again the pain 
of disappointment. Everything was wrong. 
As wrong as it could ever be. Neil would 
come back for me. But it 
late. We'd never recapture the moments 
we'd known the week past. I never wanted 
him to touch me again. I didn’t see how I 


would be too 


could go on being his wife. 

Larry walked me to my cabin. “If you 
get scared, remember we're right next 
door.” he said. “But there’s nothing to be 
nervous about up here.” 

When he had gone, I went to bed quick- 
ly. I pulled the blankets up high and tried 
to get warm. But my body shook with a 
sudden chill. a chill that came from my 
terror at spending the night alone in the 
cabin. I thought of Neil, the way he had 
gone off and left me with never a thought 
for my welfare. He didn’t love me. He 
never had. Everything he’d said in the 
week past, the sweet promises, the en- 
dearing love words were lies. lies, nothing 
but lies. All he cared about really was his 
family. One for all and all for one. 


HAT WAS THE longest night of my 

life. I heard every leaf that rustled. The 
cabin was filled with strange noises. Once 
I heard some animal breaking through the 
trees and I covered my mouth to keep from 
screaming out. It was all I could do to 
keep from running next door. But at last 
I fell asleep. When I awoke, sunlight filled 
the cabin. I looked next door. There was 
no sign of life. Larry and Stel were still 
sleeping. I dressed hurriedly and built a 
fire in our wood stove. Then I began break- 
fast, making enough for three. I blocked 
my mind against thoughts of Neil. Let him 
do what he wanted. I had one more week 


and I wasn’t going to let him spoil it. May. 
be I’d stay up here forever, I thought, lay. 
ing the strips of lean bacon in the heavy, 
frying pan. One thing was certain. I wasn’ 
going back to live with the Thornes, | 
broke eggs into a blue bowl and beat them 
into yellow froth for scrambling. When 
the coffee started perking, I went over ty 
the cabin next door. Larry and Stel were 
up and dressed. When I invited ihem ove; 
for breakfast, they both beamed. 

After breakfast, Stel helped me with the 
dishes and Larry went home to change into 
his swim suit. 

“ll take a rain check on swimming to. 
day.” Stel said. “I’ve just gotten over a 
nasty cold. I think I better play it safe, | 
have to be careful with my ears ever since 
I had my mastoid operation. But you and 
Larry go.” 

So it was that Larry and I went swim. 
ming together. I had never dared to try 
diving, but he gave me lessons. When he 
put his arms around me to show me just 
how my hands should be when I went into 
the water, I was aware of his powerful 
muscles and of his breath against my cheek, 
No other man had been this close to me 
since I had married Neil. So often in the 
lonely barren months of my marriage when 
I was locked away from my husband bya 
frigidity born of my own unhappiness, | 
had wondered if it would be different with 
another man. Another man who would 
make me first in his life. Now I wondered 
again. I saw the look of approval in Lar. 
ry’s eyes as I stood there poised on the 
diving board, my new strapless white swim 
suit showing off my figure to best advan- 
tage. And I was glad that he was aware 
of me. Deliberately, I looked up at him 
and smiled, the smile a woman gives a mar 
when she is aware of him too. 

It was harmless flirtation, I told myself. 
that night. I’d never break my wedding 
vows—no matter how much Neil had hurt 
me. And Larry wasn’t the kind to take 
unfair advantage. He knew I was mar 
ried. He was just having innocent fun too. 
He was so nice. It was so wonderful to be 
with someone so good humored, so easy 
to get along with. 

Maybe Stel sensed that Larry and I 
wanted to be alone. She made all kinds of 
excuses to leave us alone together. When 
we were lying side by side on the warm 
sand, she'd stride off through the wood: 
looking for berries. In the evening after 
dinner. she’d say she was sleepy and leave 
us together before the stone fireplace. 

“Just be sure you don’t burn the place 
down,” she warned one night, before she 
went off to bed. 

I don’t think anything would have hap- 
pened between Larry and me if it hada‘ 
been for the dance. The dance was at the 
resort hotel. Stel wanted to go and she 
wouldn’t go without Larry. Larry insisted 
I go too. It was a heavenly setting, the 
dance pavilion built outdoors under a sta 
studded sky. It had been so many yeals 
since I had danced—not since high schol 
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in fact. Neil didn’t care for dancing at 
all, At first, I felt shy and awkward when 
[went into Larry’s arms. But he led effort- 
lessly and soon I felt that my feet had 
wings. 

“When is your husband coming back?” 
Larry asked suddenly, when we were sip- 
ping cokes between dances. 

“J don’t know and I care less!” The 
words were out before I realized what I 
was saying. 

Larry leane” toward me, his gray eyes 
searching mine. “You don’t mean that.” 

] got up and walked toward the far end 
of the pavilion and leaned against the rail. 
Neil had been gone five days. And in all 
that time not one word from him. It 
seemed that we weren’t married at all. He 
was a complete stranger. How could I have 
thought I loved him? How could I have 
been so foolish to think that he would 
change in two weeks? Doctor Petersen had 
been so wrong. His prescription was a 
laugh. As though two weeks could ever 
make up for five years! 

“Karen!” lLarry’s voice was low and 
urgent. “What is wrong? Tell me. You 
aren't happy. I’ve known that from the 
first day we met. You’d been crying that 
day. Why?” 

I turned to him and suddenly the dam 
broke. “My marriage was a mistake,” I 
said thickly. “Neil and I married when we 
were just kids fresh out of high school. 
We didn’t know each other at all. He cares 
only for his family. He always has and 
he always will. I can’t go back to him. I— 
I don’t want to!” 

The music started. Larry put his arms 
around me and we danced a little way 
across the floor. Then he said, “Come on! 
Let’s get away from here.” 

Wordlessly, I followed him to his car. We 
drove along the highway for miles. And 
then we stopped in a little side road almost 
entirely screened from the traffic passing 
by on the main road. 

“Want to tell me all about it?” Larry 
asked gently. 

Brokenly, I poured out the wretched 
story of my marriage, sparing nothing. 
“Maybe it’s my fault,” I ended. “I’m one 
of those awful women you read about, frig- 
id and incapable of loving.” 

“You’re nothing of the kind!” Larry 
whispered, gathering me close to him. 
“You’re everything a woman should be, 
desirable, warm and alive.” 

“Oh Larry! I—I want to be,” I cried. 

“Karen! Karen!” Larry murmured, his 
lips coming down on mine. 

I meant it to be one kiss, One magical 
kiss that would wipe out the empty loneli- 
ness of the terrifying nights I’d spent in 
the cabin without Neil. I meant to stay 
within the warmth of Larry’s arms for just 
4 moment. I closed my eyes and surren- 
dered to his kiss, making believe that it 
was Neil holding me, making believe it had 
all been a bad dream, N-il going off and 
leaving me because his father beckoned. 

It’s hard to understand how a woman 


can hate and love at the same time. Part 
of me hated Neil for hurting me and dis- 
appointing me. But part of me longed for 
him with an aching yearning. With my 
eyes closed, it was so easy to pretend that 
it was Neil with me again. The kiss went 
on and on. Larry’s arms were strong and 
sure around me. I made a feeble gesture 
to push him away but he wouldn’t let 
me go. 

I can’t blame Larry. Any man would 
have taken my response as encouragement. 
I blame myself entirely. I should have 
known that there is no such thing as inno- 
cent flirting between a married woman and 
a man like Larry. I should have known 
that you can’t draw a line between the end 
of a kiss and the beginning of desire. I 
only knew that one moment I meant to 
turn back and then the next moment it was 
too late. 


T WASN’T UNTIL it was over that I 

awoke to the sickening realization of 
what I had done. I was filled with remorse 
and shame. I looked at Larry and sudden- 
ly he was a stranger, someone I had known 
exactly five days. How could I have given 
myself to him in such a casual way? How 
could I have done such a thing? What 
was I trying to prove? Who was I trying 
to hurt? 

Neil, came the answer. You wanted to 
hurt Neil as he has hurt you. But you’ve 
only hurt yourself. Because you can never 
forget what happened tonight. 

But I would forget it, I told myself 
firmly. It was a mistake, a terrible mistake. 
But I would pretend it had never hap- 
pened. 

I told Larry that we must never see 
each other again. He tried to soothe me 
down. He said such things happened every 
day. He said a man like Neil couldn’t 
expect anything else when he abandoned 
his wife the way he had done. He told me 
I should leave Neil for good. 

I had no answers. Then at last we were 
back at the cabin site. As we turned into 
the now familiar lane, my heart stopped 
beating for a small eternity. Neil had 
come back! There was the car parked be- 
19re our cabin. 

“Neil is back!” I cried frantically. 
“What shall I do?” 

“T’Il let you out here.” Larry said. “You 
better walk the rest of the way. I'll drive 
in later.” 

So like a cheap little tramp, I got out 
of the car and walked the rest of the way 
to the cabin. Neil met me on the porch. 
“Where have you been?” he asked, search- 
ing my face. “I’ve been worried sick about 
you.” 

I looked up at him and burst into an 
hysterical laugh. “Don’t tell me that. A lot 
you care what happened to me. It would 
serve you right if—if I went off with an- 
other man.” 

“Karen! Don’t talk like that.” 

“T’ll talk any way I please,” I sobbed, 
and tried to run past him. But he caught 


me in his arms. Then for the first time I 
saw him. His eyes were red-rimmed, the 
way they looked when he hadn’t slept for 
two or three nights like when the trucks 
broke down. His face was haggard. “I 
suppose you got the truck fixed,” I said 
bitterly. 

“The truck?” Neil’s voice was vague. 

“That’s what you went back for, isn’t 
it?” I tore out of his arms and went into 
the cabin. He followed me. We faced each 
other in the lantern light. “Your Dad 
called and you went. You didn’t care about 
me... or our marriage . . . or the baby 
we'll never have now. You only cared 
about your family . . . your Dad ee 

“Dad is... dead!” Neil’s voice was 
scarcely above a whisper. 

“Dead?” I stared at him in disbelief. 

Neil nodded. “He had a heart attack. 
The day Jack came down. I—TI tried to 
tell you, but you wouldn’t listen.” 

I was numb with horror. Dad Thorne 
was dead. He had been dying all the time 
I had been cursing him. I went back in my 
mind to the quarrel. Dimly I remembered 
Neil trying to explain. I remembered my- 
self breaking in upon him with jealous fury 
and then running out of the cabin, my 
hands over my ears. 

“The doctor thought he’d make it,” Neil 
was saying wearily. “They had him in an 
oxygen tent. Jack and I stayed right there 
at the hospital, hoping and praying. Dad 
seemed to rally. And then—” Neil’s voice 
broke and he brushed his hand over his 
eyes. “Then tonight, just after dinner, he— 
he died.” 

Just after dinner. When Larry and I 
were getting ready to go to the dance. 

“T left the hospital and drove back here,” 
Neil went on. “If there had been a phone, 
I could have called you. But there was no 
way to get word through. Dad asked about 
you, Karen. He was worried—you being all 
alone up here. He said I shouldn’t have 
left you.” Neil raised his weary face to 
mine. “But I had to be there. You under- 
stand, honey?” 

“Yes—I understand,” I whispered. I 
sank down in a chair and stared dully 
ahead of me. I didn’t think of Larry. Some- 
how what we had done was not the real 
sin. The real sin was committed long be- 
fore I met Larry, when I had refused to 
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crow up. Grow up into a realization that 
there are many kinds of love and loyalty: 
the kind a man has for his parents; the 
kind he has for his wife. 

| looked at Neil and suddenly my heart 

ent out to him. I wanted to give him 

fort. Always before I had wanted only 
take. “I’m so terribly sorry—sorry for 
rything,” I said. “You were right to go 
your father. And I should have let you 
<plain. I should have gone with you.” 
Then you do understand why I had to 
e?” Neil asked again. 
[ understand . . . a lot of things.” 
We're going to miss Dad.” Neil said. 
He was a—a fine person.” 
Your Mom will be so lonely. We better 
pack up and go home. She’ll need us.” 
“Ellen is with her. If you want to stay 
here another week, we can.” Neil said. 
[t won’t be the happy time we planned. 
But it will be something.” 

No. I want to go home.” 

You never said that before.” 

Said what?” I looked up at him ques- 
t10! ingly. 

Home! It is your home. Karen. Dad 
talked about that too. He wanted me to 
ell you that.” 

Oh Neil! Neil!” I cried bitterly. “I’ve 
been so wrong—about everything.” 

Neil came around to where I was sitting. 
He touched my hair gently. “It’s going to 
be all right, honey.” 

[ rose and went to the kitchen to put the 
I saw the flickering light 

1 the cabin next door and Larry’s shad- 

move past the window. And I made a 

Veil would never know of my infi- 

[ would spare him the shame and 

humiliation of my betrayal. That would 

be the price I would have to pay. to bear 
the memory alone. 


tee pot on. 


B UT THERE WAS a greater price I was 
> to pay, a bitter price. Six weeks later. 
I knew definitely I was pregnant. After five 
barren years, I was going to have a baby. 
Well. your prayer has been answered.” 
Doctor Peterson said, smiling broadly at 
And [ think maybe I can take part 

he credit. I knew that if you and Neil 


had a little time to yourselves. you'd turn 


ve a pair of love birds.” 
When do you think I conceived?” I 
lips dry with dread. Please, 
God, let him say it was after we 
home, I prayed silently. Numbly I 
hed Doctor Peterson count off the days 
his calendar. 


isked., my 


Can't tell for sure the exact date.” he 
lowly. “But I'd say it was somewhere 
in that first week you were away. Could 
been the second though. Probably 

it the fifth of June.” 
rhe fifth of June.” [ echoed tonelessly. 
he day Dad Thorne died. The date of 


my faithlessness. Larry and I parked there 
the grove. Larry making love to me. 


Why hadn’t I stopped him? Why? Why? 


[In the weeks that followed I was torn 
inguish haunted by the memory of 


that night with Larry. Was he the father 
of my unborn child? He could be. But 
Doctor Peterson had said conception could 
have taken place before that. Neil could 
be the father. Which one? There was no 
way for me to know. Crushed with guilt. 
sick with remorse. I was unable to bear it 
alone any more. I went back to Doctor Pet- 
erson and spilled out the confession of my 
sin. He listened in silence until I had fin- 
ished. 

“This is Neil’s child in your womb.” he 
said finally. when I had finished speaking. 
“You must never allow yourself to think 
otherwise.” 

“But I can’t be sure. You said yourself. 
it could have been conceived on the night 
of the fifth.” 

Doctor Peterson leaned forward. “That 
isn’t important. What is important is Neil 
Thorne. He’s wanted a child ever since 
you were married. wanted it as much as 
you have. You can’t break his heart now 
by telling him that after five years of mar- 
riage the child you will bear may not be 
his. It would do no good. It would spoil 
three lives. yours. Neil’s. and an innocent 
child’s. You must keep silent. You must 
think of this child only as Neil's. This is 
the only advice I can give you.” He paused. 
“Have you told Neil yet?” 

I shook my head. “I—TI can't.” 

“You must. Tell him tonight.” 

I'll never forget the look on Neil’s face 
when I stammered out that we were to have 
a baby. Since his father’s death he had 
been grief-stricken. But now. he smiled. his 
eyes lighted with joy. 

“Darling, darling!” was all he could say. 
He caught me to him and cradled my head 
against his shoulder. “You’ve made me so 
happy! Think of it! After all this time— 
we're going to have a baby.” He stopped 
and then shouted. “Mom! 
here quick. Karen’s going to have a baby!” 

Mom Thorne came flying from the kitch- 
en. She looked from Neil to me. and then 
her face broke into smiles. She came to 
me and hugged me hard. “This is the best 
news I could hear.” she cried warmly. “I’ve 
hoped and prayed you two would have a 


Mom!. come 





baby. So long I’ve prayed. And now. now 
it’s finally happened.” 

Ellen and Jack came in then and they 
had to be told. The whole family gathered 
around me and treated me like a queen. |} 
was like that the whole nine months. Nei 
was like a boy again, He was so thought. 
ful, so tender and loving. /f he only knew. 
I'd think. lying sleeplessly beside him. But 
he would never know. Then I'd torment 
myself by worrying about what the baby 
would look like. 

I dreaded the day the baby would be 
born. I wished the clock wouldn’t tick off 
the hours so fast. But you can’t hold back 
time, and so one night in April. Neil rushed 
me to the hospital. I had an easy delivery, 
conscious the whole time. I'll never forget 
the moment I heard my baby’s first cry. 

“A fine baby boy,” Doctor Peterson 
boomed. 

“May I see him?” I asked weakly. 

“T guess that’s your privilege. Here he 
is. What do you think of your son?” 

I turned my head and gazed at the small 
wrinkled face. “His hair? What color is 
his hair?” 

“Hard to say. 
nurse?” 

I waited for what seemed an eternity, 
“He hasn’t got much.” I heard the nurse 
saying. “Just a few wisps of brown hair, 
Looks like it’s going to be curly though.” 

“Thank God!” I whispered. Neil’s brown 
hair. The baby had Neil’s hair. 

I don’t think a man ever loved his son 
more than Neil loved little Danny. We 
named the baby after Dad Thorne. It was 
Neil who got up for the two a.m. feeding. 
Neil fussed and worried more about the 
baby than I did. And proud! I know the 
men on the trucks and at the cannery got 
sick to death of hearing Neil boast about 
his son. But maybe after five years of a 
childless marriage. they figured Neil was 
entitled to a little bragging. 

Danny is two now. He’s a healthy, nor- 
mal little boy in every way. Only when he 
laughs does the torment start again. He 
already has Larry’s crooked grin. 


THE END 


What do you think, 








I Couldn’t Wait For Love 


(Continued from Page 29) 


my feet. I could visualize him plainly— 
bold, exciting. vital—everything that quiet. 
cautious. plodding Holmes wasn't. 

Holmes and I had been going out to- 
gether for a short time when an uncle of 
his died and left a small legacy to be 
shared by him and his sister. With this 
and what he had saved, he figured he had 
enough capital for his store. Right at this 
time an outlet shop came on the market 
and he was considering it. 

In my usual impatient manner, I urged 
him to grab it. But he shook his head, 


“I can’t do it so fast, Wil. I have to be 
sure. If I sink all my money in something 
that turns out to be a mistake, well—I'll 
be in serious trouble.” 

“You can always go back to the Bon 
Ton—worse luck.” I answered flippantly. 

“You hate the Bon Ton, don’t you?” he 
asked in his serious way. “Who wouldn't 
hate a snake pit?” My voice shook a 
little. 

He didn’t laugh. He gave me a sudden 
tender, adoring look and said softly, “You 
don’t belong there. I—I want to take you 
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out, so I can give you all the things you 
ought to have—I—I mean—oh, I’m not 
saying this right—but I love you so, Wil- 
helmina—haven’t you guessed? Won't you 
marry me?” 

“Oh, Holmes—” I cried out, distressed, 
almost adding now you’ve spoiled every- 
thing. 

He asked 
hope?” 

I answered him honestly, “You know 
how much I like you. We do have fun 
together—but I—I just don’t love you that 
way, I’m afraid. 

His jaw set, “I’m not going to give up— 
you mean too much to me.” 


humbly, “Isn’t there any 


N THE END Holmes didn’t buy the 

outlet shop and he was proved to be 
right. For a much better opportunity 
turned up—a well stocked hardware store 
right on Main Street which was being 
offered at a bargain to settle an estate. 
Holmes bought that and right from the 
first he did well. And again he asked me 
to marry him. 

It was on the day of my cousin’s mar- 
riage, and it wasn’t a very happy day for 
me. My cousin was younger than I was 
and she was marrying a perfectly fasci- 
nating man. Again, as I had with Eleanor. 
I felt that pang of envy—why should she 
be getting this marvelous husband while 
Thad no one? 

I tried to console myself as I dressed in 
my soft apricot-colored bridesmaid’s dress. 
I know I looked nice, the dress was be- 
coming. But who will notice me? I 
thought bitterly, placing on my dark hair 
the garlanded wreath of flowers. Oh, why 
cav’'t I be the one wearing white—going 
down that long aisle to the man who was 
all the world to me? 

“Ready, dear?” mother called from the 
other room. 

“Yes,” I answered over the lump in my 
throat. Then I clenched my _ hands 
knuckle-white, swearing aloud, “This is 
the last time I’m ever going to be a brides- 
maid. Absolutely the last. Next time I am 
going to be the bride.” 

Everyone said it was a lovely wedding. 
But of course everyone always says that, | 
told myself grimly. Just as everyone al- 
ways says that the bride is beautiful. 
Well, maybe that’s right—all brides do 
seem beautiful. They have such a wonder- 
ful glowing radiance that it transforms 
even the homely. I looked with a kind of 
envious wonder at the blissful prettiness 
of my cousin’s usually plain face. 

The reception was loud and merry with 
plenty of champagne. Holmes was there. 
being quite festive and gay for him. I 
caught the bouquet and that caused a lot 
of teasing and suggestive remarks. We 
all danced and sang and drank more 
champagne after the bridal couple left. 
Everyone was keyed up to that heightened 
emotional excitement that a wedding 
brings out. 

Holmes finally took me home. It was 


late by then and a full moon was silvering 
the world. I carried the bride’s bouquet of 
white lilies-of-the-valley and as I got in the 
car beside Holmes I thought longingly of 
how wonderful it would be to have such 
a night for your honeymoon. 

I pictured my cousin and her attractive 
new husband standing on the balcony of 
their mountain top hotel room, looking 
out into the silvery glory of the world 
around them. His arms would be holding 
her close, his lips would be eager and de- 
manding on hers 

And then it was Holmes holding me 
close, his lips claiming mine with a new 
and stirring passion as he cried exultantly, 
“Oh, I I love you so Wilhel- 


mina.” 


love you 


The champagne stirred my senses. I 
clung to him, a weakening ardor running 
through me, as if he were indeed that 
husband on the balcony. He pressed me 
against him, crushing the apricot tulle 
but what difference did it make? Hadn’t 
I sworn this very day that I was never 
again going to be a bridesmaid? The next 
time I would be the bride. Dizzily, my lips 
parted as I answered his kisses. Oh, he 
was so good and kind and he had never 
excited me like this before. Surely it must 
be love. 

I could feel the wild pounding of his 
heart whispered 
hoarsely, “Oh, tell me you'll marry me. 


against mine as _ he 
Wil, say yes, please my darling.” 

Tremulously, my lips against his, my 
body weak and willing, | 


marry him. 


promised to 


S° THE NEXT time it was my wedding 
\/ that everyone said was “so lovely.” I 
was the “beautiful” bride. 

Mother came in my room the day before 
She talked aimlessly 
asked 

this, 


I was to be married. 
then she 
about 


for a few moments, 
abruptly, “Are you 
Wilhelmina?” 

“Why, mother. what a thing to ask a 
girl just before she takes the Big Step?” 
I answered lightly. 


sure 


Mother went on seriously, “I think 
you're getting a fine man. I like and 
respect Holmes. It’s just that—well—” 
her voice trailed off uncertainly. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked a little 
stiffly. 

“I—I don’t know that anything is. 


Maybe I’m just being foolish. But I know 
how headstrong and impatient you can be. 
I—I realize that for a long time now 
ever since you got out of high school, as a 
matter of fact 
to get married. You’ve never been able to 
wait for anything you want but—but, oh. 
darling, don’t do something as important 
as this hastily.” 

“Mother, don’t be silly.” I put my arms 
comfortingly around her. “I love Holmes 
and I’m going to be happy with him.” 


you've been wanting badly 


I managed to reassure mother. But 
later that night I awoke suddenly and lay 
staring into the darkness, asking myself 


with a shiver of uncertainty—am I] sure— 
am I really sure? I moved restlessly on 
the pillow, ashamed that I seemed to want 
to cry. 

I was frightened with a sudden sick feel- 
ing at the realization that in a few nights 
Holmes would be beside me in a _ bed, 
covering my body with his, claiming me 
as his bride. Oh, was that what I wanted, 
really wanted? Suddenly I was crying 
desperately, moaning, “I don’t want to get 
married—I don’t want to get married—” - 





But the next day my uncertainty was 
gone and the tears forgotten. Or if remem- 
bered, excused as_ bride-to-be’s 
Weren’t all about-to-be married girls filled 
with changeable moods and doubts? I had 
just been acting normally. I assured my- 
self that I was doing what I wanted and 
I was going to be happy. 

And I was happy. I truly was. After 
our brief honeymoon in New York City, 
Holmes and I moved into a rented house 
in Sunset Grove. I wanted to buy right 
away but Holmes insisted that we’d have 
to wait awhile, as he was still putting 
money into the store. And when I talked 
about having a baby immediately, he said 
tenderly, “Hold your horses. We have a 
lot of time for that.” 

I had plenty to keep me busy, fixing up 
the house and learning to cook the things 
Holmes liked. Through Eleanor I met the 
neighborhood women and joined a club 
and took up gardening. I loved the day 
time role of being a “Mrs.,” but frankly 
the night role of being a wife did not 
particularly appeal to me. 

I can’t say I just “submitted” to Holmes. 
It wasn’t quite as bad as that. It was just 
that I—well, I never seemed to experience 
the heights of exultation and ecstasy. In 
fact I wasn’t even swept again with that 
delicious, champagne-weakening ardor I 
had felt after my cousin’s wedding. I 
wouldn’t have missed it at all if Holmes 
had never made love to me. 

Luckily, Holmes was not a demanding 
person, either as a lover or a husband. 
And the lovemaking was, I assured myself, 
well worth the contentment of being a 
married woman like most of my friends. 
For now I was one of a couple and “be- 
longed.” Though I could not yet talk 
about a baby, I could share in the wifely 
chatter of home and husband and kitchen. 
If now and again I was out of sorts or 
bored I had only to think back on the 
dreary days in the Bon Ton to know how 
well off I was. 

Holmes was an easy person to live with, 
kind and considerate. But he was very 
methodical, almost dully so. He liked a 
regular schedule—bridge Wednesday eve- 
ning—company on Friday—bowling on 
Saturday. I slipped into his routine, won- 
dering now and again if I were growing 
dull, too. 

Mother was pleased and happy about 
my marriage. I remember one Sunday 
when she was there—Sunday was her 
regular day for coming to dinner—and 
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nerves. 








id been trying to convince Holmes that 
ought to buy a car. He merely said 
ldly that we would have to wait a bit 

nget 

\lother laughed and said. “Wilhelmina, 
‘ve got a man who is good for you. 

give in to your 


H not going to 


” 
itience, 


5 pes N WHEN HOLMES and I had been 
narried a little over two years [ met 
Bill Marshall. He was a field agent for 
of the insurance companies Ingram’s 
handled. He had been invited to a 
becue party at the Greenwood’s. I had 
without Holmes who was out of town 
1 buying trip for the store. 
| was wearing a new willow green dress 
whirling bouffant skirt. There was a 
itching green velvet band in my dark 
[ knew that I looked pretty and it 
ide me feel all happy and shining. Or 
it because I was happy and shining 
it particular evening that I looked so 
[here was another couple at the Green- 
»od’s who were new to Sunset Grove, and 
a strange man. Oh. Bill. Bill. I can 
| see you as you were that first night— 
thin, angular, strong face reflected in 
clow from the barbecue grill. The beat 
heart quickens even now at the 
nory of your laugh and the way your 
k. deep-set eyes looked me over with 
ous interest and approval. 
was introduced as Wilhelmina Latham 
is | was not wearing my wedding ring 
night because of a cut on-my finger, I 


ild see that this exciting stranger 
cht I was single. I let him go on 


nking it. For some perverse reason | 

inted him to consider me an eligible 
in, not just another man’s wife. Oh. 
do I say perverse? It was deliberate. 

Even that first evening I wanted him to 
e me for myself, to be as attracted to 

[ was to him. 

The Greenwood’s barbecue was_ like 
ns I’d been to before in Sunset Grove. 
re were the same broiled steaks, the 
ie kind of jokes and drinks and banter. 

Yet this time it different. For 

= the firelight now and again my eyes 
of a man who had already 

d something in me that had never 
stirred before. 
the end of the evening 

he could see me home. 

[ laughed, “Watch out 


was all 


tnose 


Bill asked 


ngram for her 


and.” 
mmething flashed in Bill’s eyes. 
onsternation? I hoped so. It 


hurt me unbearably if he didn’t mind. 


Was 


would 


He grinned and made a wry face. saying. 
WI are all the good looking ones 


! 
rried? 


[ answered lightly, “That’s what the 
say about the no longer unattached 
Oh, what if he were married! 
answer told me that he wasn’t and 
almost frightened at the depth of my 
I couldn’t bear even the thought of 


Ss 





his belonging to another woman. He said, 
“Well, I guess that makes me not a good 
looker then.” He took my arm, “Come on. 
I’m returning you to your husband—worse 
luck.” 

We walked the few blocks to my house 
through the quiet streets of the develop- 
ment. We talked. but now I can’t remem- 
ber about what. There kind of 
constraint between us that not been 
there before. At my front little 
hesitantly, [ asked him in for a nightcap. 

For a moment [ though he was going 
to accept. But he shook his head and then 
suddenly, with a gentle gesture, he put his 
hand under my chin and tipped up my 
face. His eyes held mine in a long look 
as he said softly. “Stay out of trouble, 
Wilhelmina.” 

He left then. In bed later I lived over 
again and again the bitter sweet memory 
of the few hours we had spent together— 
the shared laughter and gaiety, the jokes 
and_inter-changed glances—the walk 
home side by side and that tender, un- 
expected little gesture of farewell. 

With a sweet, thrilling pounding of my 
heart I knew that there had been excite- 
ment and awareness for him, too, or he 


Was a 
had 


door. a 


would never have said those few words 
and then left. If our meeting had meant 


nothing to him he probably would have 
come in for a drink. He might have 
kissed me or even tried something more 
in the darkened house. But he hadn't. He 
had acknowledged by his going that he 
felt as I did. 

I didn’t Bill 
again. I was sure he wouldn't phone or 
try to date me. 
and not for him. But maybe it is chance 
encounters that determine our fate. For 
early the next week I ran into Bill on 
Main Street in town. We stopped to say 
hello and he asked me to have lunch with 
him. 

We ate in a hotel grille filled with lunch- 
ing business men. We talked mostly about 
ourselves. I learned that Bill five 
years older than I and had been born 
and brought up in Boston. He had just 
lately come to our town when his insurance 


honestly expect to see 


I was a married woman 


was 


company opened up a new territory. He 
was a field the district 
around us. 

“Do you like your work?” [ asked. 

“Very much. It’s just the thing for me.” 
He grinned. “I’m not a good desk man. 
I get itchy if I sit at one too long. I like 
being able to get out and meet all kinds 


agent for all 


of people in all kinds of little towns and 
cities.” 

His voice glowed with his enthusiasm. 
How vital he was. how alive and aware! 
And he had that wonderful quality of 
making you. too. feel alive. That day my 
world was shimmering. filled with a sing- 
ing happiness. It was just enough that 
Bill Marshall existed. It didn’t 
whether he was mine or not. 

That would matter later. 

I said to Holmes that evening, as I 


matter 











served him his favorite dinner of pork 
chops and baked macaroni, “I had an ad. 
venture today. I lunched with a m-a-p, 
someone I met the other night at the 
Greenwood’s barbecue.” 

Holmes answered vaguely, “I hope you 
enjoyed yourself, dear.’ He went on to 
tell me of something in the store that was 
troubling him and asked no questions 
about my luncheon date. 

I told myself that letting Holmes know 
made everything all right. But of course 
it didn’t. And soon I wasn’t telling him 
things. I didn’t want him to know what 
was happening. For Bill and I continued 
to see one another. 


| ie HARD FOR ME to describe just 
what happened, how we drifted—oh, 
no. it was more than drifted, it was a 
deliberate act—into a relationship that no 
married woman should have with another 
man. 

We didn’t want it to happen. Bill *was 
a man of honor. He certainly had no wish 
to break up another man’s home. I didn’t 
want to deceive and betray Holmes. I re. 
member once Bill said to me, with a wr 
smile, ““Wasn’t I the one who told you to 
stay out of trouble?” He put his hand 
over mine with one of his tender gestures 
that always moved my heart, “I’m afraid 
I'm not helping much.” 

“IT don’t call this trouble—” I whis 
pered. “It—it isn’t as if we were doing 
anything wrong.” 

But wasn’t the very allowing of what 
was growing up between us_ wrong? 
Holmes was absorbed with inventory right 
at that time, with little interest in my 
doings. I told myself he wouldn't care, 
But wouldn’t he? What husband wants 
his wife lunching with another man, meet: 
ing him downtown, riding out into the 
country with him? 

“Do you love your husband?” Bill 
asked me once in his direct way. 

I dropped my eyes, not able to meet his, 
murmuring, “I-—-I thought I did when | 
married him. He’s—good to me.” 

Bill gave a laugh that wasn’t a laugh. 
“That doesn’t answer my question.” 

He didn’t ask it again and a momen! 
later we got up to leave. We had been 
having a drink in a little cafe down by the 
river. Nothing had been said as to why 
we went there. But it was quite obvious— 
no one in Sunset Grove had ever heard of 
the place. 

[ remember it was raining that day and 
we stood for a minute in the entrance, 
watching the drops lash against the pave 
ment. Then Bill looked at me and asked 
“Do you like to walk in the rain?” 
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I hadn’t realized until that moment that 
I did. I nodded and he took my hand and 
together we stepped out into the wet world. 
The pelting rain seemed to enclose us. 
shutting us away from the other people 
huddled in scurrying for 
shelter. I didn’t mind the drops falling 
on me or the wetness oozing through my 
shoes. I knew a wild, exulting happiness 
such as I had never known before. My hand 
clung to Bill’s and my face was uplifted 
to the rain. A new radiance. a new joy 
surged through me. /| love him—oh, God, 
how I love him. 

A few days after this I drove with him 
to a neighboring town where he had to see 
an agent. It was a beautiful sunny after- 
noon and on the way back he stopped the 
car and we wandered into a field thick 
with wild flowers. It was like walking 
through a land of enchantment. But that’s 
what I was in all the time those days 
love’s land of enchantment. 

We sat on the grass and shared the last 
cigarette in Bill’s pack. I leaned against 
him and his arm encircled me. Suddenly 
that arm tightened, as if he couldn’t hold 
me close enough and he asked, his voice 
husky, “Why didn’t I meet you before?” 

It echoed in my heart—oh, why not 
why hadn’t I waited for him? My pulses 
beat thickly and heavily as he bent and 
kissed my hair and eyes and parted lips. 
Hoarsely. he whispered, “Oh, Wilhelmina. 
His mouth covered mine with 


doorw ays or 


I love you.” 
hungry kisses that sent a wave of desire 
through me like nothing I had ever 
imagined. 

His hands ran down the length of my 
body, surely. tenderly and all of me came 
alive as I had never been alive before. 
Under his caresses I knew the full mean- 
ing of being a woman, glimpsed what 
ecstasy the body can hold, what beauty 
there can be in lovemaking. 

My passion rushed out to meet his. In 
that moment, my blood aflame, I was all 
his, willing, eager to be taken. I answered 
his kisses. shivering with expectation. His 
questing hands moved over me, demanding 
what I cried out to give. A madness was 
sweeping through me and I could hear his 
thick, excited breathing. I waited for him 
to possess me with a passion I sensed 
would be savage. yet infinitely gentle. 

Then suddenly something brought us to 
our senses. Was it the shrill cry of a bird 
—or the wind rustling through the leaves 
above us—or the backfire of a car on the 
distant road? We pulled apart, still 
trembling, still stirred with the rapture 
that had almost consumed us. 

It was Bill who said quietly, “We can’t 
go on like this. I love you, Wilhelmina. 
more than I ever thought I could love a 
woman.” He drew in his breath, “I—I 
want to marry you.” 

“I love you, too, Bill.” My heart was 
beating with wild exultant throbs. 

He took my hand and kissed the finger- 
tips, “Will 
divorce?” 


your husband give you a 


“I—I guess he will—’” I faltered. 

He spoke firmly, “Day after tomorrow 
I’m leaving for the head office in Boston. 
I'll be gone two weeks, maybe three. | 
won't write or get in touch with you. 
While I’m gone, you can work out things 
with your husband.” 

“T will. oh. I will 
divorce proceedings 


eyes I lifted to his were misty. “When you 


I'll move out—start 


immediately—” the 


come back I'll be getting my freedom.” 

“Oh, my darling.” He gathered me close 
to him, this time not with passion but with 
deep cherished tenderness. 


U' WASN’T EASY telling Holmes what 
I had to. 
suspecting. 
as I knew I must. 

I tried to assure myself that people get 


He was so trusting. so un- 
I dreaded having to hurt him 


divorced every day. hundreds of them. and 
Bill’s 


be what we wanted it to 


usually someone is hurt. and my 
love could only 
be, decent and beautiful. if I left Holmes. 
I was sure he would give me a divorce if 
I asked for it, no matter how he might feel. 
Holmes wouldn’t want to hold a woman 
who loved another man. 

To add to my distress I wasn’t feeling 
too well. I had a severe headache most of 
the time and my stomach was upset. I told 
myself I was all nerves because of the emo- 
tional crisis I was going through. 

Finally, one morning at the breakfast 
table where the very sight of food me sick. 
I steeled 
Holmes. 

I stirred my uneaten cereal, wishing my 
affect 
something to tell 


myself to say what I must to 


nervousness didn’t my stomach so. 
“Holmes, I—I 
you—”’ 

“Yes. dear?” He looked at me over the 
top of the newspaper. 

“T—_-well, I I wet my feverish lips. 
trying to still my inner shaking. 

“What is it? Are you all right?” 
Holmes asked anxiously. “You don’t look 
a bit well and haven’t for some days, as a 
matter of fact.” 

“{—I know. I don’t feel well. 

His face broke 


what you’re trying to tell me 


have 


I mean 
“Is that 
that you're 


into a smile, 
pregnant?” 

“Pregnant!” I cried out wildly, stricken 
with horror. My face tightened. my heart 
pounded. Terrified, I realized it could be 
true, oh, it could be true. 

“Don’t be upset.” Holmes 
gentle, “Aren’t you the one who has been 

Well, I think we can 
He got up from the table. 


voice was 
wanting a baby? 
afford one now.” 
carefully wiping his small mustache with 
a napkin, “Why don’t you see a 
today?” 


doctor 


Long after Holmes had gone I was rigid 
with shock. I could hardly breathe and my 
hands were icy and wet. My throat ached 
with the sobs I was trying to hold back. 
Oh, what could I do now? 

All that day I paced the house, frenzied 
plans going frantically around and around 
I’d have to get rid of the 


in my brain. 


baby—take pills—have an abortion. But 
with the sobs finally breaking through in 
wild weeping I knew I couldn’t do that, 
even for Bill I couldn’t take my child’s 
life. 

Maybe I ahead with the 
divorce and marry Bill without his know- 
ing. I could lie to Holmes, telling him I 
had made a mistake or—the schemes beat 
at my brain. And all the forces in my body 
plunging in sickening 


could go 


seemed to be 
confusion. 

Late in the afternoon Holmes phoned to 
say that he would be late. He asked, “Did 
you see the doctor. dear.” 

The sense of shock, the deadly weight 
in my heart still persisted but I managed 


to answer. “No—but I don’t have to. It’s 
true.” 

“Good.” He sounded pleased and 
happy. 


I put the phone back with a hand that 
was trembling. I feel the 
despair and desolation creeping into my 
heart. For Holmes’ happy voice made me 
realize that I wasn’t the only one con- 
cerned in this. The baby would be his, 
too. What right had I to deny Holmes his 
own child? And how could I go to Bill 
carrying another man’s baby? 

I would have to give up Bill. How long 
had not some inner voice been telling me 
that, over and over again? Oh, I had 
known right from the first that it was the 
only decent thing to do. That was why I 
had been so tortured all of the day. 

I lit a cigarette with shaking hands and 
tensed my body for control. I was married 


could almost 


to the wrong man, the man I didn’t love. 
I had been too impatient for marriage, not 
willing to wait for the right man. If only 
at twenty I had not felt that I must have 
a husband, no matter whom, right away. 
Oh, why hadn't I had the sense and the 
courage to wait for the man I really loved 
to come into my life? 

With a misery almost beyond bearing, 
I whispered, “Goodbye, Bill, oh, goodbye, 
my darling.” 

I’ve been writing this waiting the birth 
of my baby. Bill never came back to town. 
I wrote him in Boston telling him merely 
that I had found out that I was having 
Holmes’ child and must stay with my hus- 
band. It was the kind of letter that did not 
need to be answered and I never heard 
from Bill. Ingram told me later that he 
had had himself reassigned to a midwest- 
ern territory. 

I am not happy—for the ache for him is 
still a band of pain around my heart— 
but I have accepted what must be. I know 
I’m lucky in many ways. I’m married to a 
good man, even if he is not the one I want. 

And from now on, in every possible 
way, I shall try not to rush ahead into 
things. For the sake of my child and my 
husband, I will curb my impatience and 
be willing to wait for those things in life 
that are worth waiting for. 


THE END 
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End Of Love 


(Continued from Page 14) 


igged their shoulders and said, “Okay, 
ou boys are game, we are. On with the 
trend.” Then we all hopped into Au- 
s car, each with his new partner, and 
-aded for the drive-in restaurant. That’s 
last time Pat and I played the switching 
sin 
(nd I remembered how Pat and I had 
egun to wait for one another after school. 
e’d take the long way home every day 
er school, getting to know one another 
1 enjoying each other’s company. Two 
‘kes soon turned to one coke with two 
raws as we began to crowd out the rest 
the world in our thoughts. 
We had so few arguments. Pat seemed 


ilways to know what to do and how to 


ler me about in a loving way. It was 
though we were already an old married 
iple. I loved every moment of it. 

Then one day, out of the clear blue, we 
wed our love to each other as we stood 
ler these very trees, listening to the 
sund of the rain filtering through the 
ves of the trees, holding onto each other 
shtly. enjoying the wrath and sweetness 


f being close together. 


Then we had quietly continued to her 
ise where I kissed her tenderly for a 

moment. I felt the love in her voice 
Pat said. “Goodnight, Augie, sweet 
ams.’ 

In February, near the end of winter, we 
e in a motorcade out to the lodge in 
park on the edge of the city. There 

re about eight carloads of youths and we 

1 two chaperones. 

\ nervous shiver ran through me and I 
hed for the nearness of Pat. there under 

I wanted her to remember that 

too. It had been a great and happy 


© trecs. 


She and I took a long hike into the woods 
the park and on the way back to the 
ge. we spied a small cabin to the side 


| 


f the trail. We decided to stop and warm 


there. if we could get in. The cabin was 
cked. I made a fire and after it began 
ing. we took off our outer coats and 
illed up a rough hewn bench before the 


We sat there and gazed silently into the 
as Pat leaned back in my arms. 
Wouldn’t this be swell if we were al- 
ly married and were sitting before our 
fireplace?” I asked her. “I feel that 
is already our own, Augie.” she an- 

ered, lifting her arm and running her 

gers through my hair. I bent my head 

1 kissed her lovingly on the cheek, 
eezed my arms around her waist. 

Hey, don’t squeeze so hard,” she said. 


“Don’t you know I’m having a baby, your 
baby?” We laughed at the joke and as 
she straightened up. the bench toppled 
over, sending us sprawling. We were still 
laughing as we hit the floor. 

As I started to get up. I caught her 
looking into my eyes. There was something 
strange in the look; strange. but an inti- 
mate look of love I had never seen there 
before. 

I felt an excitement rush through my 
body. The next thing I knew, I was pulling 
her toward me and kissing her hard. 

She responded and the thrill of excite- 
ment inside mounted until I thought I 
would snap. Before I knew it. my hands 
were searching under her thick sweater, 
then. fumbling at the buttons on her blouse. 

My hand reached for her. I felt desire 
like I had never known it. Her breathing 
became fast and excited. She tightened her 
arms around my neck and I felt the little 
hairs rise on the back of my neck. 

I pushed the bench away with my foot 
and pressed towards her, feeling her re- 
spond. forgetting the cold in the warmth 
of her embrace. 

The firelight danced around the room. 
“Augie, Augie,” 
“Pat.” I answered hoarsely as we found 
each other, held tightly, enjoying the thrill 
though we had tried so long to steer clear 
of such intimacy. 

But the pressure had been mounting for 
too long and we no longer fought the feel- 
ing. Instead. we learned for the first time 
the thrill of love. 


Pat whispered lovingly. 


FUNNY SILENCE filled the cabin as 
+ we doused the fire and left. But we 
felt as big as all nature. in love and satis- 
fied. Outside. the cold air had sharpened 
with the approach of evening. We quickly 
returned to the lodge and without raising 
suspicion. joined the others for supper. 

After that night. Pat seemed to lose some 
of her tact in ordering me to do things. 
While I noticed it. I wasn’t too upset about 
it. I loved her and tried to repeat what 
had happened at the cabin. but she wanted 
us to wait until we were married before 
we tried again. 

The rain slackened as I sat miserably 
under the trees. thinking of how Pat and 
I had grown closer and closer together. I 
longed for her so much at that moment. 

What was I going to do? I had failed 
her. Should I go on with our sworn prom- 
ise? If not. what was I to do? 

I wanted to cry. But what would the 
high school football star look like snivel- 
ling? Well, what else was there for me 


to do? But I couldn’t cry. I began to fee] 
numb. I dragged myself up from the 
ground. feeling old and weary, as though 
I were carrying the entire team on my 
shoulders at that moment. 

I didn’t want to go home, even though 
it was getting late. But where would I go? 

By morning, things would have been de. 
cided for me. But I had to think before 
morning came, had to make up my mind, 

I shivered as the thought of Pat flashed 
through my mind again. I tried to think 
of how she had looked when I ran from 
the house. but I couldn’t—I simply 
couldn't. 

I tried to figure where I had failed Pat, 
But I couldn’t. Every thought ended up a 
blind alley. 

I could see Pat’s pretty face before me, 
with those big eyes. framed by long eye. 
lashes. smiling at me like they used to. 

I wanted to think of all those frivolous 
things because I was afraid to think about 
the important ones. I felt miserable. lost, 
like a blind man walking around by him. 
self for the first time, five months after 
he was blinded. 

I sloshed through the water lying on the 
street. unaware that the rain was still fall. 
ing. The night seemed endless and my 
walk seemed to be getting me nowhere. | 
had only walked a block from Pat’s house. 
It seemed to have been several hours since 
I left her house. I wasn’t sure. 

Slowly I started towards home. like | 
was in a stupor, no clearer on what I would 
do. 

If I hadn’t been so harsh with her on 
the phone. maybe she wouldn't have—. If 
she’d only given me the chance. I would 
have tried to make up for it. I would have 
taken care of her for the rest of our days. 

Yet [ couldn't blame her. Not after the 
way I talked to her. And how would I be 
able to face my parents? They had put 
everything into my future, believed in me, 
rooted for me, gave me every possible 
chance. This was my repayment. 

Suddenly. things started falling in line.! 
knew what I had to do. I began to walk 
faster. suddenly realizing that the rain had 
soaked me to the skin. I started to sneeze, 
but for the first time in that terribly long 
night. I felt something besides sickness 
and numbness. Hope. I vowed to spend 
my life making up for what I had done. 

When Pat had called me, she was hy 
terical. “Come over right away. Something 
awful has happened!” 

“What do you mean?” I had asked. be 
coming a bit frightened from the sound of 
her voice. “Calm down and tell me what 
happened.” 
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“Calm down?” she spat, her voice sound- 
ing harsh through the phone. “Calm 
down! Well, I like that! Do you know 
what happened that weekend we spent at 
the lodge? No, you don’t. But I'll tell 
you. We're going to have something—a 
little something—from that lovely evening! 
Now will you come over here quickly?” she 
half-screamed. “Hurry!” she cried, “I’m 
sick.” 

“Wait a minute,” I said, half-puzzled, yet 
knowing what she was saying, but not 
wanting to believe it. “You mean from 
what we did in the cabin?” I had asked, 


lowering my voice for fear my parents 





BEWILDERED 
| don’t know just why I miss you. 
Maybe it’s the gypsy tune 
With its wordless-wistful embers 
That you left me in the moon. 


It could be the wayward echoes 

In your laughter gay and warm, 

How it firmed your mouth with 
dearness 

When it made a tender storm. 


Maybe someday I'll remember 
When the dusk is old and still, 
But now I don’t know WHY I miss 
you— 
I just know I ALWAYS will. 
—Gladys Martin 





“Yes,” 


“but will you please hang up, Augie, and 


would overhear me. she sobbed, 
come right over here, before my parents 
return?” 

“All right,” I had shouted too loudly, 
becoming nervous from the shock of what 
Pat said, “but just calm down. And any- 
way, how do you know this?” I asked, 
puzzled and still not wanting to believe it. 

“How do I know it?” she wailed. “Be- 
cause I went to a doctor. Do you mean that 
you don’t believe me, lover boy?” she asked 
sarcastically through her tears. “I’m not 
going to talk anymore. I’m going to hang 
up the phone. And if you don’t get over 
here in a hurry, you’re really going to be 
sorry. Are you coming?” she asked, still 
crying. 

“Yes, I’m coming.” I said hesitantly, 
nervously. “I’ll be there in a little while.” 

Not until I hung up the phone did the 
full meaning of what had happened dawn 
on me and I went half-limp. When mother 
asked me what was the matter and 
shouldn’t I go lie down, as I started out 
the front door, I answered, “No, it’s awfully 
Warm in the house. I have to go out for a 
few minutes, Be back shortly.” 

That had been five hours earlier, and, 


when I arrived at Pat’s and saw her still 

form lying on the couch, I had lost my 

head and run 

Now, as I neared our house, I saw a 

patrol car in front and our porch light 
bigs , 

was on! I immediately knew what had hap- 


just run away. 


pened. 

Pat’s parents had probably come home. I 
could see her mother screaming as she 
walked into Pat’s 
daughter sleeping in death 


room and found her 
from an over- 
dose of sleeping pills! She was clutching 
the bottle in her hand when I got there 
and I found the house empty. The front 
door was ajar as Pat told me she would 
leave it. 

I fingered the note in my pocket which 
Pat had written me, recalled the brief 
message she had written. 

I could tell 
from the way you acted on the phone that 
you don’t want me or this baby. This is 


“This is the only way out. 


the only way. Remember that I still love 
you despite what I say here. Remember 
me always, love, Pat.” 

I wanted to run, get out of town. Would 
they hold me for murder? How could I 
make up for what happened? Would they 
find out about the baby we were going to 
have? I felt the sickness rising in me 


And I felt like a coward. 


From somewhere inside | got enough 


again. 


courage not to panic again and decided 
to go in the house. Perhaps giving myself 
up would in some way ease the pangs of 
Pat’s death. 

My legs felt as though they were going 
to give out as I climbed the several steps 
to our front porch. It seemed to take me 
five minutes to walk from there to the front 


door. I rang the bell, feeling my heart, 
pounding loudly. 

A tall, blue-uniformed policeman opened 
the door and mother rushed to me as the 
cop stepped back to let me in. 

“Son, son,” mother sobbed as my father 
rushed up behind her. I held mother tight- 
ly as she sobbed against my chest. 

“There, there mother,” father said as he 
placed one arm on my mother and the other 
on my shoulder, comforting us. 

“These policemen told us what hap- 
pened,” father said kindly. “We're with 
you son.” I gulped hard and blinked back 
tears. 

Then one of the officers spoke up. “Will 
you come with us, son?” 

Father led mother to a chair as she con- 
tinued to sob, unable to say anything but 
mumble “my son, my son.” They permit- 
ted me to put on dry clothes and then | 
left the house with the officers. 

I sat alone in the back of the car. No one 
said a word as the siren on the patrol car 
sent up a plaintive wail as it careened down 
the empty streets. The rain had stopped. 

“Are we headquarters?” I 
asked, for the first time, feeling relief, now 
that someone else knew about what had 
happened to Pat. 

“To the hospital, son. Your girl friend 
has been asking for you most of the night. 
Doctors pumped her stomach in time. She’s 
going to be alright.” 

My vision blurred as the wailing siren 
continued to shatter the quiet. And I cried 
openly as the sun started its climb, casting 
deep-gray shadows across the wet streets, 
signaling the beginning of a bright new 


day. THE END 


going to 





Are You Ready For Marriage? 


(Continued from Page 10) 


if the husband holds the purse strings and 
is the chief dispenser, or if it is the wife. 
In all probability, however, the happiest 
arrangement would be where both of them 
mutually agree upon and follow a sensible 
budget that is not too strict nor too gen- 
erous. A ‘don’t-care-about-money’ attitude 
on the part of either or both partners in a 
marriage can be fatal. 

A major item of consideration for all 
young couples is the cost of raising a fam- 
ily—the initial cost and the continuing cost. 
Most plan vaguely to ‘have children after 
awhile,’ and then, when junior is on the 
way, their lives are disrupted and the situ- 
ation may seem very difficult indeed. This 
is especially true if the wife has been work- 
ing ‘to help us get ahead.’ Junior should be 
planned for, and prepared for. In most all 
normal marriage situations, junior is very 
much wanted. You are not ready for mar- 
riage, then, until you are financially ready 
for the chiet joy and blessing of that union 
—children. 


This, of course, does not mean that you 
must have everything all worked out, or 
that your paychecks are completely ac- 
counted for during the next several years. 
No one is ever completely ready for every- 
thing. There are always eventualities, and 
if people waited for a perfect situation no 
one would ever do anything. It does mean, 
however, that you should have a reasonable 
and sound financial basis of operation. It 
means you should know with certainty the 
road you wish to go, and you should be 
traveling along that road. 

Emotionally, it is important that two 
people who plan to share their lives to- 
gether should have similar interests. The 
old bromide that opposites attract may be 
true enough, and would perhaps insure a 
stimulating relationship; however, in day 
to day living together, two people must 
reach toward reasonably the same goals, 
both major and minor, and should go about 
reaching them in the same ways. If 
you’re very shy and retiring, and like to 


73 




















































sit off in a corner at a party. and he whoops 
up and is always the life of the party, 
the attraction may seem ideal at first, but 
anything happens to disturb the balance, 
ou’re headed for trouble. 

During their courtship. Mrs. Annie J. 
ad pretended to be a great lover of sports 
ecause George J. was the big. outdoor man 

pe. She enthused guns and 
ramped the fields and woods with him. 
lorseback riding, fishing, golf—he named 

she did it. In fact, under the hypnotizing 
ifluence of love she thought she really did 
like these things. Then. after the honey- 
moon was over and they were settled down 
the everyday routine of living, Annie 
liscovered that the continual round of 
renuous sports was a nightmare to her. 
\lore and more she found excuses not to go 
vhen George would boom out the familiar, 

Let’s go hunting,” or “Let’s do this, or 
hat. or the other.” George began to realize 
that. although Annie was pretty and sweet, 
she was not a companion, and what he 
wanted most was someone to do things with 

Sooner or later someone will come 
long who does like to do things with 


rt 


over his 


George. 

It is not enough that George thinks 
\nnie has pretty brown eyes and is just a 
Il. or that Annie likes George’s broad 
houlders and his touch sends her to the 
tars. There is more to living than physical 
ippreciation of each other. A couple should 

ow each other long enough. and ask 
uestions frankly, to learn each other’s 

es and dislikes. 

In this same regard, it is important that 
two people approaching marriage are both 
rown up enough to understand and cope 
ith the fact that problems and crises, both 

g and little, will arise. Little every-day 
problems will necessitate an open-minded- 

ss, a maturity, and a true give and take 
ttitude. If both husband and wife are 
ima’s baby’ and each must have every- 
ng his or her own way, then what should 
be a beautiful adventure in sharing, and 

building of a whole new world of their 
will instead became a hell on earth. 

lhe bigger problems, too, will come—acci- 
illness, loss of jobs, or loved ones. 
These happenings test not only the indi- 
ial character, but the ability of two peo- 
to pull together and triumph over ad- 
ity. Although a long courtship is not 
much favored, the longer a couple 
ows each other, the better they may 
dge each other’s character and degree of 


turlty, 


lents, 


Thirdly, there is the question of mutual 
ospective in-laws, and the backgrounds 
the two individuals. Whereas the boy— 
girl—may flippantly say, “I’m marrying 

not your family,” this is not altogether 


true. Each person is the sum total of his 
environment and all of his experiences in 


to date. One cannot simply erase the 
frame from the picture. You are, in truth, 
irrying her family, because he, too. is her 
mily. Where there are amicable in-law 
itionships, and the backgrounds of the 


two individuals are fairly similar, there is 
greater chance for marital happiness. This 
does not mean that there must be gushing 
friendships—and of course no young mar- 
ried couple should live with either set of 
in-laws—but similar religious persuasion, 
financial and educational backgrounds. and 
even section of the country, are desirable. 
In other words, it helps if you both—and 
your mutual in-laws—talk the same lan- 
guage. 

Of equal importance is the question of 
desire for children. For any of several rea- 
sons. either of the two young people getting 
ready for marriage may not want to have 
a family. 

Kay G. is one of a family of ten brothers 
and sisters, and simply doesn’t want to see 
any more babies again as long as she lives. 
Art. her fiancé, loves her—her pretty figure 
and sparkling wit. She dresses well. and 
will make him a very ‘suitable’ wife. They 
belong to a happy, sophisticated young 
crowd, and really, children are the last 
thing in the world Kay wants. Oh. Art had 
mentioned them once or twice. but Kay had 
laughingly brushed him aside, with ‘well, 


later on, dear,’ or some joking remark 
Now, after several months of marriage and 
Art’s persistent and serious mention of chil. 
dren, it was time for Kay to tell the com. 
plete truth: that she didn’t want any chil. 
dren, ever, and couldn’t bear the idea of | 
having them—all that mess; she’d lose her | 
figure; such a sacrifice, and over such 4 
long period of years On and on she wailed, 
her voice rising in hysteria while a part of 
her husband grayed and died on the inside. 
The marriage went on for awhile. and 
when they broke up it was, on the surface, 
because of finances or something. However, 
the great crash in the marriage was the con. 
flict over having children and if they'd only 
asked and then really listened to each 
other, the terrible heartache and surgery 
of divorce would not have happened. 
These, then, are some of the checkpoints 
for marriage readiness. Situations and in. 
dividuals vary, and for some persons one 
factor is of greater importance than some 
of the others. These, however. are the basic 
questions. Can you give the proper an. 
swers? Are you ready for marriage? 


THE END 

























Yam Recipes 


(Continued from Page 45) 


Louisiana Yams Imperial. Combine 6 
medium-sized yams. cooked. peeled and 
mashed. with 14 cup firmly-packed brown 
sugar, 14 cup all-purpose flour. 1 teaspoon 
ginger. 44 teaspoon cinnamon and 14 tea- 
spoon nutmeg; mix well. Arrange mixture 
into 6 yam shapes. Place in lightly greased 
shallow baking dish. Top each yam with 
a maraschino cherry. and two wedges of 
sliced pineapple. Bake in moderate oven 
(350°) 30 minutes. 

Louisiana Jam Yams. Cook 4 medium- 
sized Louisiana yams. covered. in boiling 
salted water 30-35 minutes. or until yams 
are tender. Drain. peel yams. Cut yams in 
half. Serve yams topped with one of the 
following glazes: 

Currant Almond Glaze: Combine 14 cup 
currant jelly and 14 cup blanched almonds. 
Cook over low heat to boiling point, stir- 
ring frequently. 

Orange Glaze: Combine 14 cup orange 
marmalade and 4 orange slices. Cook over 
low heat to boiling point. stirring fre- 
quently. 

Grape Glaze: Combine 14 cup grape jelly 
and 4 slices of lemon. Cook over low heat 
to boiling point. stirring frequently. 
Pineapple Glaze: Combine 14 cup pine- 
apple preserves and 2 tablespoons lemon 
juice. Cook over low heat to boiling point, 
stirring frequently. 

Apple Glaze: Combine 1% cup apple jelly 
and ¥% teaspoon cloves. Cook over low 
heat to boiling point. stirring frequently. 


Marshmallow-Pecan Yams. Combine 


cup water and 1 cup miniature marshmal- 
lows. Cook over low heat, stirring constant- 
ly. until marshmallows are dissolved. Add 
14 cup coarsely chopped pecans and 1 ta 
blespoon butter or margarine, and mix 
well. Turn 4 medium-sized yams, cooked, 
peeled and quartered, into greased 1-quart 
casserole. Pour marshmallow mixture over 
yams. Season with salt, to taste. Cover and 
bake in moderate oven (350°) about 2 
minutes, or until thoroughly heated. Serve 
with baked or broiled ham steak, as de F 
sired. 

Spiced Yams and Marshmallows. Com 
bine 6 medium-sized Louisiana yams, 
cooked, peeled. and mashed, with 2 table 
spoons melted butter or margarine. 44 
teaspoon cinnamon, 14 teaspoon ginger. ‘4 
teaspoon nutmeg, and 14 teaspoon salt; 
mix well. Spread half of yam mixture it 
bottom of greased shallow baking dish. 
Top with half cup of miniature marshmal 
lows. Repeat layers, using remaining yam 
mixture and remaining half cup mars 
mallows. Bake in moderate oven (325°) 
30 minutes. 

Louisiana Yam Nuggets. Combine 8 me 
dium-sized Louisiana yams, cooked. peeled 
and mashed, with 1 cup ground or finely 
chapped walnuts; mix well. Arrange 
mounds on greased baking sheet. Beal 
2 egg whites until soft peaks form. Grad: 
ually add 14 cup sugar and beat until 
stiff. Top yam mounds with meringut 
Bake in moderate oven (375°) about b 
minutes. or until meringue is lightly 
browned. 
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Not too hard ...not too soft... just right! 


The only 
premium quality 


Ceram hair pomade for men! 


5 
GreaseEté&§ 


Get DUKE . . . the new grease/ess hair pomade that trains iF |6OMAIR pomAare Ce. 
and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. . 


, . . 
= e. e 
Women love that ‘‘Duke Look." Get it... get DUKE! At your drug counter. cowrents 4 © C ° 
. 
65¢ at your drug counter, or send us 80¢ and we'll send Duke to you by return mail “4 e 
. * 
*e ee 0” ‘ 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS «© 1808 S. Michigan Ave. ¢ Chicago 16, Illinois 
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Men! seni tr 
Making Outfit FREES 
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~~ See How Easy 
est 
“> It Is to Make 


2°40°° 


IN A DAY! 





Do you want to make more money in full or spare time... 

as much as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the coupon below for 

your BIG FREE OUTFIT, containing scores of fine quality 

Sper fabrics, sensational values in made-to-measure suits, top- 

, 4 ba Al coats, and sport coats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
¢,° fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, better- 
looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you show the 
many beautiful, high quality fabrics—mention the low prices 
for made-to-measure fit and style—and show our guarantee 
of satisfaction, you take orders right and left. You collect a 
big cash profit in advance on every order, and build up a fine 
permanent income for yourself in spare time or full time 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 
plans to get your own suit without 1¢ cost. You’ll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
YA the coupon below TODAY! 


o\ YOUR OWN SUITS 
eed STONE-FIELD CORP. 
ug nO ©, WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 
‘id yar® “ah \ Our plan makes it easy 532 S. Throop St., Dept. G-964, Chicago 7, Mi 
So OF ANON casi 
AVY sit, as*™ «tt a ee 72 at Pot oem Pes sss ese Bee See Se eee SS See Ses eS SSS 
¢ >, we s™ - ckt 
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Embroidered 
on Special 
Label! 


Special extra feature available— 
Wearer's name can be embroidered 
on silk label sewn right into garment 
—helps you make more sales. Every- 
one wants a personalized made-to- 
measure suit. FREE Sample Case 
includes Personalized Name Label 
information—send coupon now. 





personal suits, topcoats 


and overcoats without pay 8 STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. G-964 


S you rr ing le—in addition to your big 

i eKAQS cash earnings. Think of it! Not only 

Zl do we start you on the road to making 

big money but we also make it easy for 

you to get your own clothes without paying one 

penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 
letters of thanks. 


JUST MAIL COUPON ¥en nse s pen 

ny of your money now 
or any time. You don't pay money for samples, for 
outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 


plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 
now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon 


532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 




















